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A0 it be dangerous to rable. too 
great an Expectation, eſpecially 


Is in Works of this Nature; where 
eee are to pleaſe an unſatiable Au- 
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1 poſſeſs them in favour of an Au- 
thor; and therefore both the Proleg/re and li- 
logue inform d you, that OHdipus was the moſt: 

celebrated Piece of all Antiqua: That S- 


greateſt Men in Aubens, made it for the Stage, 


tation of being his Maſter-piece, not only a- 
mongſt the Seven of his which are ſtill gerain- 
ing, but of the greater Number which app.pe— 
riſh'd. Ar Iſtatle has. more than once Aa e 
in his Book of Poetry 3 Horace has mentioned 
it ; Lucullus, Julius C£/ar, and other noble No- 


Nill preſety d. In our own Age, Corneille ha 
: A2. - attempted; 


dience, yet tis reaſona ble to pre- 


cles, not only the greateſt Wit, but one of the 
at the publick Colt 3 and that it had the Rep 


maus, have written on the ſame, Subject, tho 
their Poems are wholly lot 3 but Sirens. x 
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ir PREFACE. 
attempted it, and it appears by his Preface, M, 
with great Succeſs: But a judicious Reader will Nat 
_ eaſily obſerve, how much the Copy is inferior Mc; 
to the Original. He tells you. himſelf, that he 

owes a great part of his Succeſs to the happy 

"Epiſode of Theſeus and Diree; which is i 

ſame thing, as if we ſhould acknowledge, that 
we are indebted for our good Fortune, to the 
Under-plor of Adraſtus, Eurydice, and Creon, 
The Truth is, he miſerably failed in the Cha. 
racter of a Hero: If he deficed that OEdipu 
Mould be pitied, he ſhould have made him a 
better Man. He forgot that Syphocles had taken 
care to ſhew him in his firſt Entrance, a juſt, 
a merciful, a ſucceſsful, a religious Prince, and 
in ſhort a Father of his Country: Inftead d 
theſe, he has drawn him ſuſpicious, deſigning, 
more anxious of keeping the Theban Crown, 
than ſollicitous for the Safety of his People; 
hector'd by Theſeus, contemn'd by Dirce, and 
| ſcarce maintaining a ſecond Part in his own 
Tragedy. This was an Error in the firſt Con- 
coction; and therefore never to be mended in 
the ſecond or the third : He introduc'd a greater 
Hero than OEdipus himſelf ; for when Theſes 
was once there, that Companion of Hercules 
muſt yield to nore : The Poet was obliged to 
furniſh him with Bufineſs, to make him an 
Equipage ſuitable to his Dignity ; and by fol- 
' Jowing him too cloſe, to loſe his other King of 
- Brentford in the Croud. Seneca, on the other 
ide, as if there were no ſuch thing as Nature 
to be minded in a Play, is always running after 
pompous Expreſſions, pointed Sentences, and 
hiloſophical Notions, more proper for the 

tudy than the Stage: The Frenchman followed 
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x wrong Scent ; and the Roman was abſolute} 
at cold Hunting. All we could gather out 

Corneille, was, that an Epiſode muſt be, but not 
his way: And Seneca ſupply'd us with no new 
Hint, but only a Relation which he makes of 


his Tire/7as raiſing the Ghoſt of Lajus, which is 


here perform'd in view of the Audience; the 
Rites and Ceremonies ſo far his, as he agreed 
with A and the Religion of the Greeks : 
but he himſelf was beholden to Homer's Tire/ias 
in the Odyſſes for ſome of them; and the reſt 
have been collected from eee .6 
and Lucan's Eriftho. Sephocles indeed is ad- 
mirable every where; and therefore we have 
followed as cloſe as poſſibly we cou'd : But the 
Athenian Theatre Fakes more perfect than 
ours is not now diſputed) had a Perfection dif- 
fering from ours, You ſee there in every Act a 
fingle Scene (or two at moſt) which manage 
the Buſineſs of the Play; and after that 2 
the Chorus, which commonly takes up more 
Time in finging, than there has been employ'd 
in ſpeaking. The principal Perſon appears al- 
moſt conſtantly thro” the Play; but the inferior 
Parts ſeldom above once in the whole Tragedy. 
The Conduct of our Stage is much more diffi- 
cult, where we are oblig'd never to loſe any 
conſiderable Character which we have once pre- 
ſented. Cuſtom likewiſe has obtain'd, that we 
muſt form an Under-Plot of fecond Perſons, 
which muſt be depending on the firſt; and their. 
By-Walks muſt be like thoſe in a Labyrinth, 
which all of them lead into the great Parterre, 
or like ſo many feveral Lodging Chambers, 
which have their Out: lets into the ſame Gallery. 
Perhaps, after all, if we cou'd think fo, the 
A 3 gagantient 


vi. PREFACE. 

antient Method, as tis the eaſieſt, is alſo th, 
moſt natural, and the beſt :. For Variety, as ti 
manag d, is too often ſubject to breed Diftrac. 
tion; and while we would pleaſe too many way, 
For want of Art in the Conduct, we pleaſe in 
none. But we have given you more already than 
was neceflary for a Preface ; and for ought w 
know, may gain no more by our Inſtruction 
than that politick Nation is like to do, who haye 
taught their Enemies to fight ſo long, that at 
laſt they are in a Condition to invade them. 
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1 vii 
Ons, VA E N Athens all the Grecian State did guide, 

And Greece gave Laws to all the World ah 
t at I Then Sophocles with Socrates did for 
Supreme, in Wiſdom one, and one in Wit : 
And Wit from Wiſdom differ'd not in thoſe, 
But as *twas fung in Verſe, or ſaid in Proſe. 
Then OEdipus on crowned Theatres, K* 
Drew all admiring Eyes and liſining Ears; | 
The pleas'd Spectator ſhouted every Line, Ig 
The nobleſt, manlieſt, and the befi Deſign ! 85 
And every Critick of each learned Age | 
By this juſt Model has reform'd the Stage. 
Now, ſhould it fail, (as Heav'n avert our Fear!) 
Damn it in Silence, left the World ſhould hear. 
For were it known this Poem did not pleaſe, I 
You might ſet up for perfect Salvages : 
Your Neighbours would not look on you as Men, 
But think the Nation all turn'd Pitts again, 
Faith as you manage Matters, tis not fit 
You ſhould ſuſpect your ſelves of too much Mit. 
Drive not the Jeſt too far, but ſpare this Piece; 
And, for this once, be not more wiſe than Greece : 
See twice ! do not pell-mell to damning fall, 
Like true-born Britons, who ne'er think at all: 
Pray be advis'd ; and tho at Mons you won, 
On pointed Cannon do nor always run. 
With ſome reſpect to antient Wit proceed ; 
You take the four firſt Councils for your . 
But when you lay Tradition wholly by, * 
And on the private Spirit alone rely, 
Tou turn Fanaticks in your Postry. 


viii PROLOGUE. 
If notwithſlanding all that we can ſay, 

You needs will have your Penn worths of the Play, 
And come reſolv'd to damn, becauſe you pay : 


Record it, in memorial of the Fact, 
The firſt Play bury'd ſince the Woollen Ack. 
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7 A T Sophocles could undertake alone, 
Our Poets found a Work for more than one; 
And therefore two lay tugeing at the Piece, 
With all their Force, to draw the pondrous Maſs from 
Greece. 
A Weight that bent even Seneca's ſtrong Muſe, 
And which Corneille's Shoulders did refuſe. 
So hard it is th' Athenian Harp to ſtring / 
So much two Conſuls yield to one juſt King. 
Terror and Pity this whole Poem ſway ; 
The mightieſt Machines that can mount a Play. 
How heavy will thoſe vulgar Souls be found, 
| Whom two ſuch Engines cannot move from Ground? 
When Greece and Rome have ſmil'd upon this Birth, 
You can but damn for one poor Spot of Earth. 
And when your Children find your Judgments ſuch, 
They'll ſcorn their Sires, and wiſh themſelves born Dutch, 
Each haughty Poet will infer with Faſe, 
How much his Wit muſt under-write to pleaſe. 
As ſome ſtrong Churl would brandiſhing advance 
The monumental Sword that conquer'd France, 
82 you by judging this, your Judgments teach 
Thus far you like, that is, thus far you reach. 
Since then the Vote of full two thouſand Years | 
Has crown'd this Plot, and all the Dead ars theirs; 


Think 
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Think it a Debt you pay, not Alms you give, 
ad in your own Defence, let this Play live, 
Think em not vain, when Sophocles is ſhows ; 
To praiſe his Worth, they humbly doubt their own, 
Iu as weak States each other's Pow'r aſſure, 
Weak Poets by Conjunct ion are ſecure : 
Their Treat is what your Palates reliſh moſt, 
Charm ! Song! and Show ! a Murder and a Ghoſt ! 


5 We know not what you can deſire or hope, 
To pleaſe you more, but burning of a Pope. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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Edipus,” 2 Mr. Betterton. | 4 
Adraſtus, Mr. Smith, 
Creon, _. Mr, Sanford. 
Tireſfias, Mr. ede 
Hæmon Mr. Crosby. 
Alcander, Mr. Williams, 
Diocles, | Mr. Norris. 
Pyracmon, Mr. Bowman. 
Phorbas, Mr. Gillow, 
5 Dy mas, ; > 
> #geon, 8 85 85 
ee, ellen, 
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Jocaſta, Mrs, * 
Eurydice, Mrs, Lee. 
Manto, Mrs, Evans. 


Prieſts, Citizens, Attendants, &c. 
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1 Than , 


je Curtain riſes 10 4 e mne,  repreſtiiting! 1. 
preſent Condition of Thebes: Dead Badiss an, -at| a 


others drop. 
Enter Alcarier, Diocles, and = 


IST Ethinks we ſtand on Ruins; Nature ſhakes 
| J's About us; and the univerſal Frame . 
Rl | So looſe, that it but wants another Poſh 
o leap from off its Hinges. . 
Dio. No Sun to chear us, but a bloody Globe 

it rolls above, a bald and beamleſs Fire; 
is Face o'er-grown with Scurf : The Sun's ſick too; 
lortly he'll be on Earth, 
Pyr. Therefore the Seaſons 
e all confus'd ; and by the Heav'ns ble 
orget themſelves: Blind Winter meets the Summer 
u his Mid-way, and, ſeeing not his Livery, 


(driv's him headlong_ backs. And de fan Damgs, 
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diſtance in the Streets; ſome. 9 go « uur * Stages 
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With flaggy Wings fly heavily about, 
Scattering their peſtilential Colds and Rheums _ 9 
Thro' all the lazy Air. * (U 


Alc. Hence Murrains follow, 
On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds : 
At laſt, the Malady F 
Grew more domeſtick, and the faithful Dog 
'd at his Maſter's Feet. 
Dio. And next his Maſter: | 
For all thoſe Plagues which Earth and Air had brooded, 
Firſt on inferior Creatures try'd their Force; 
And laſt they ſeiz'd on Man, | | 
Pyr. And then a thouſand Deaths at once adyanc'd, 
And every Dart took place; all was fo ſudden, - 
That ſcarce a firſt Man fell : one but began 
To wonder, and ſtrait fell a wondering too; 
A third, who ſtoop'd to raiſe his dying Friend, 
Drop'd in the pious Act. Heard you that Groan ? _ 
r LG roan without, 
Dio. A Troop of Ghoſts took flight together there: 
Now Death's grown riotous, and will play no more b 
For ſingle Stakes; but Families and Tribes: 
How are we ſure we breathe not now our laſt, 
And that next Minute, | F 
Our Bodies caſt into ſome common Pit, 
Shall not be built upon, and overlaid 
By balf a People ? | 
Alc There's a Chain of Cauſes 
Link'd to Effects; invincible Neceſſity, 
That whate'er is could not but ſo have been; 
That's my Security. 


Enter Creon. i 


Cre. So had it need, when all our Streets lie co e 
With dead and dying Men, n 
And Earth expoſes Bodies on the Pavements 
More than ſhe hides in Graves! | 
Betwixt the Bride and Bridegroom have I ſeen 
The Nuptial Torch do common Offices 


Wo 


OED PUVA IJ | 
Of Marriage and of Death. . | —— 
Dio. Now OEdipus 39 | 
(if he return from War, our other Plague) 
Will ſcarce find half he left to grace his Triumphs. 
Pyr. A feeble Pæan will be before him. 
Alc. He would do well to bring the Wives and Childreg 
Of conquer d Argians to renew his- Thebes. c 
Cre. May Funerals meet him at the City Gates 
With their deteſted Omen. ci 1 N 
Dio. Of his Children. | _ 
Cre. Nay, tho ſhe be my Siſter, of his Wiſe. 
Ale. Oh that our Thebes might once again behold - 
A Monarch Theban born! N * 
Dio. We might have had one. 
Pyr. Tes, had the People pleas'd. 
Cre. Come ye'are my Friends: | 
The. Queen, my Siſter, after Lajus' Death, | 988 
Fear'd to lie ſingle; and ſupply'd his Place | 
With a young Succeſſor, „ 
Dio. He much reſembles 
Her former Husband too. Fe caddy 
Alc. I always thought ſo. (black Locks, 
Pyr. When twenty Winters more haye grizal'd his 
He will be a very Lajun. | 
Cre. So he will, 7 
Mean time ſhe ſtands provided of a Cajus 
More young and yigorous too, by twenty Springs. 
Theſe Women are ſuch cunning Purveyors! . 
Mark where their Appetites have once been pleas'd, - 
The ſame Reſemblance in a younger Loyer 
Lies brooding in their Fancies the fame Pleaſures, 
And urges their Remembr:ace to deſire, h 
Dio. Had Merit, not her Dotage, been conſider'd, 
Then Creon had been King; but Oedipus 
A Stranger! | . 
Cre. That Word Stranger, I confeſs, 
Sounds harſhly in my Ears. 
Dio. We are your Creatures. 
The People prone, as in all general Ills, 
To ſudden Change; the _ in Wars abroad, 


The 
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The Queen a Woman, weak and uaregarded? Ret 
Eurydice the Daughter of dead Lajus, .* - 
A Princeſs young and beauteous, and POP Y 
Methinks from theſe disjointed Wet na 5 
Something might be produc de. 
ere. The Gods have done X 

Their part, by ſending this commodivin' Vlogue: 
But Oh the Prnceſs !. her hard Heart is ſhut * 2a 
By Adamantine Locks againſt my Love, 

Alc. Your Claim to her is ſtrong; you are betroth's, 

Pyr. True! in her Nonage, 

Alc. _ — r remov d. 

Dio. I heard the Prince of Ar Adr us, 
When he was Hoſtage ez 7 af 

Cre. Oh name him not! the Bane of all m Hopes; 
That hot-brain'd, headlong Warriour, has the Charms 
Of Youth, and ſomewhat of a lucky Raſhnef, 
To pleaſe a Woman yet more Fool than he. 
That thoughtleſs Sex is caught by outward Form 
And empty Noiſe, and loves it ſelf in Man. 
Alc. But ſince the War broke out about our Frontiers, 
He's now a Foe to Thebes ! 

Cre.” But is not ſo to her; ſee me appears; 
Once more I'Il prove my Fortune: you inſinuate 
Kind Thoughts of me into the Multitude ; 
Lay load upon the Court, gull em with Freedom ; 
And you-ſhall fee em toſs their Tails, and gad, 
As if the Breeze had ſtung em. 

Dio. We'll about it. 

- [Exeunt Alcander, Diocles, Pyrdention 


: 


Enter Eurydice. 


Cre, Hail, Royal Maid; thou bright Eueydice { 
A laviſh Planet reign'd when thou wert born, 
And made thee cg ſuch Kindred:Mould to ee” n, 
Thou ſeemſt more Heaven's than ours. ; | 
Eur. Caſt round your Eyes; 
Where late the Streets were ſo thick this nid Men, 


Like cadmu Brood: they juſtled for the Paſſage ;- 5 
5 "i No 
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Now look for thoſe erected Heads, and ſee em 
Like Pebbles paving all our publick Ways. 

When you have thought on this, ee me this, 
If theſe be Hours of Couriſtip. 
Cre. Ves, they are; 1 1 
For when the Gods deſtroy del, tis abe 
We ſhou'd renew the Race 
Eur. What, in the midſt of Horror! 
Cre. Why not then? 
There's the more need of Comfort. 
Eur, Impious Creon! / 
Cre. Unjuſt Eurydice! can you accuſe me 
Of Love, which is Heaven's Precept, and not ſear 
That Vengeance, which you ſay purſues our Crimes, 
Should reach your Perjuries? 
Eur. Still the old Argument. 
I bad you caſt your Eyes on other Men, 
Now caſt em on your ſelf think what you are. 
Cre. A Man. | 
Eur. A Man! N N 
Cre. Why doubt you? I'ma Man, 

Eur. Tis well you tell me ſo, 1 ſhould miſtake you 
For any other part o' th' whole Creation, | 
Rather than think you Man : hence from oy fight, | 

Thou Poiſon to my Eyes. 

Cre, Twas you firſt poiſon'd mine; and et methinks 
My Face and Perſon fhou'd not make-you ſport. 

Eur. You force me, by your r & 
To ſhew you what you are. „ 

Cre. A Prince who loves you: 
And ſince. your Pride provokes me, "we your Love, 
Ev'n at his higheſt Value. 

Eur. Love for thee!” 
Why Love renounc'd thee ere thow ſawſt as Light: 2 
Nature her ſelf ſtart back when thou wert born,” | 
And cry'd, the Work's not mine 
The Midwife ſtood agaſt; and when ſhe ſaw 
Thy Mountain Back, and thy diſtorted Leys, ' a | 
Thy Face it ſelf, © N | | 
Half minted with the ä of Man, Tri | 
| B 2 And 
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And half o'ercome with Beaſt, ſtood doubting long, 

Whoſe] Right in thee were more: | | 

And knew not, if to burn thee in the Flames, 

Were not the holier Work. | 

Cee. Am 1 to blame, if Nature threw my Body 
In ſo perverſe a Mould ? Yet when ſhe cal | 

Her enyions Hand upon my ſupple Joints, 

Unable to reſiſt, and rumpled em 

On heaps'in their dark Lodging, to revenge 

Her bungled Work, ſhe ſtamp'd my Mind more fair 

And as-from Chaos, huddled and deform'd, 

The Gods ſtruck Fire, and lighted up their Lamps 

That beautify the Sky, ſo ſhe infſorm'd | 

This ill-ſhap'd Body with a darling Soul; 

And making leſs than Man, ſhe made me more. 
Eur. No, thou'rt all one Error; Soul and Body; 

The firſt young Trial of ſome unskill'd Pow'r, 

Rude in the making Art, an Ape of Jove. 

Thy crooked Mind, within hunch'd out thy Back, 

And wandred in thy Limbs: To thy own Kind 

Make Love, if thou canſt find it in the World; 

And ſeek not from our Sex to raiſe an Off-ſpring, 


Which mingled with the reſt, would tempt the Gods 


To cut off human Kind, 
Cre. No, let 'em leave 
The Argian Prince for you: that Enemy 


Of Thebes has made you falſe, and break the Vows 


You made to me. 
Eur. They were my Mother's Vows, 
Made when J was at Nurſe, = 
Cre, But hear me, Maid; | MER 
This Blot of Nature, this deſorm'd loath'd Crean, 
Is Maſter of a Sword, to reach the Blood 
Of your young Minion, ſpoil the Gods fine Work, 
And ſtab you in his Heart. 5 
Eur. This when thou doeſt. 
Then mayſt thou till be curſt with loving me: 
And, as thou art, be ſtill unpitied, loath'd ; 
And let his Ghoſt No, let his Ghoſt have reſt; 
But let the greateſt, fierceſt, fouleſt Fury, 


Let 
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Let Creon haunt himſelf. | [Exit ar 
Cre, 'Tis true, I am 
What ſhe has told me, an Offence to fi ight : : 
My Body opens inward to my Soul, 
And lets in Day to make my Vices an 
By all diſcerning Eyes, but the blind Vulgar. 
I muſt haſte, ere Oedipus return, 
To ſaatch the Crown and her; for I ſtill lore, 
But love with Malice : as an angry Cur | 
Snarls while he feeds, ſo will I ſeize and ſtaunch 
The hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty, ; 1 .,1 
And leave the Scraps for Slaves. | 


Enter Tireſias, leaning on 4 craßß and led by his Dax 
ter Manto. | 


What makes this blind prophetick Fool abroad? 


Wou'd his Apollo had him, he's too holy 

For Earth and me; I'll ſhun his walk, and ſeek __. 

My popular Friends. ei d 
Tir. A little farther, yet a kale farther : | 

Thou wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 

Conduct my weary Stepts ; and thou who ſeeſt 

For me and for thy ſelf, beware thou tread not 

With impious Steps upon dead Corps — Now Co 


Methinks I draw more open, vital Air. : 
Where are we! W 
 Manto. Under Covert of a Wall: WO 10 


The moſt frequented once,. and noiſy. part, 6 211 

Of Thebes, now Midnight Silence reigns e'en here; 

And Graſs untrodden ſprings beneath our Feet. 
Tir, 1f there be nigh this Place a Sunny Bank, 

There let me reſt a while: A Sunny Bank!! 

Alas, how can it be at no Sun ſhines! 4 26 


But a dim winking Taper in the Skies, | G 
That nods, and ſcarce holds up its drouly Head | 25 


To * thro! the Damps. 
[4 Noiſe within, Fallow, "Follow, Follow + A 


Creon, A Crean, 4 Creon! 
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Hark ! a tumultuous Noiſe, and Cn Name 

Thrice echo'd, 4 _ | 
Mantis. Fly e Tempeſ t rives this Wav. 
Tir. Whither can Age and Blindneſs take their fight) 

If I could fly, what could 1 ſuffer worfe ? 

Secure of Uhm (Noiſe again,. Creon, Creon, Creon 


| Enter Creon Diocles, Alcander, P emon follow d 
80 ; by the Crowd, 2 : | 


Cre. I thank ye, Countrymen; but muſt refuſe 
The Honours you intend me, they're too great; 
And I am too unworthy : think again, tl 
And make a better Choice. Aidan tan | 

I Cit. Think twice! I ne'er thought twice in all my I * 
Life: That's double Work. 

2 Cit, My firſt Word is always my fecond ; and there- 
fore I'll have no ſecond Word; and therefore once a- 
gain I ſay, a Creon. 85 | 

All. A Creon, a-Creon, a Creon. 

Cre. Yet hear me, Fellow-Citizens, - | 
Dio. Fellow. Citizens! there was a Word of Kindneſs, 
Alc. When did OEdipus ſalute you by that familiar 
1 Cit, Never, never; he was too proud. (Name! 

Cre. Indeed he could not, for he was a Stranger: 

But under him our Thebes is half d WE 

Forbid it Heav'n the reſidue ſhould peri 

Under a Theban born. een, 25 

Tis true, the Gods might ſend this Plague among you, 

Becauſe a Stranger rul' d. But what of that? 

Can I redreſs it now | N 5 
3 Cit. Yes, you or nene. | "ONES 

Tis certain that the Gods are angry with us, 

Becauſe he reigns. "7 an war, 

Cre. OEdipus may return, you may be ruin cd 

I Cit. Nay if that be the matter; we are ruin'd already. 
2 Cie. Half of us that are here preſent, were living Men 
but yeſterday; and we that are abſent do but drop and 
drop, and no Man knows whether he be dead or living, 
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And therefore, while we are ſound and well, let us ſariefy 
our Conſciences, and make a new King. 


Cit. Ha, if we were but worthy to ſee another Corona- 


tion! And chen, if we muſt die, we'll muy e 
All. To the Queſtion, to the-Queſtion. 
Dio. Are you content Cron houklcbe your King ? | | 
All. A Creon, a Crean, a crm. 
Tir, Hear me, ye Thebans : Ru chou oon hear me. 


1 Cit. Who's that would be heard ? We'll hear no Wan: 


We can: ſcarce hear one another, 

Tir, I charge you by the Gods to bear me. . 

2 Cit, Oh *tis Apollo Prieſt; we muſt hear him: Tis 
the old blind Prophet that ſces all things. 

3 Cit. He comes from the Gods too; and they are our 
Betters : And therefore in good Manners we INC 
him. Speak Prophet. 

2 Cit, For coming from the-Gods,. thats no t mat - 
ter; they can all ſay that: But he's a grea lar, he 
can make Almanacks an he were put ny N 2 therefore 
ſay _ him, | _ 

Tir. When angry Heav' n ſcatters its aguesam „ 
Is it for node” to Thebans ? Are the Gods N | 
Unjuſt in puniſhing ? Are there no Crimes 
Which pull this Vengeance down? 

1 Cit. Yes, yes, no doubt there are ſome Sins Rirring, 


chat are the Cauſe of all. 


3 Cit, Yes there are Sins, or we ſhould have uo Taxes. 
2Cit. For my part, I can ſpeak it with a ſaſe Con- 
ſcience, I ne'er ſin'd i in all my Life. FW: 

I Cit. Nor J. 2 

3 Cit. Nor 1. 


2 Cir. Then we are all juſtified : The Sin lies nova | 


our- Doors. 

Tir. All juſtified alike, and yet all guilty. 1 
Were every Man's Falſe- dealing brought to -light | ot 
His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, 2 


His Weights and Meaſures, th* other Man' 8 Extortions, | 


With what Face could you tell offended Heay'n, ' 
You had not fin'd * - ES 4&7; x 


2 Cite 


' 
' 
1 
! 


20 OEDIPTUS. 


2 Cit. Nay, iF theſe be Sins, the caſe is alter'd : For 
my part, I never thought any thing but Murder had been 


a Sin. | 
Tir. And yet, as if all theſe were leſs than-nothing, 
You add Rebellion to em. Impious, Thebans ! 
Have you not ſwarn before the Gods, to ſerve _ 
And to obey this OEdipnt, your King, 
By lick Voice elected? Anſwer me, 
If chis be true. | | 
2 Cit. This is true: But it's a hard World, Neighbours, 
If a Man's Oath muſt == Maſter, 
Cre. S Daocles * A Wrong. | 
Dio. How are you — Conntymen of Thebes ? 
This holy Sir, who preſſes you with Oaths, 
Forgets your firſt, Were you not ſworn before 
To Lajus, and his Blood? 
All. We were, we were, | 
Dio. While Lajus has a lawful Succeſſor, 
Your firſt Oath ſtill muſt bind: Exrydice 
Is Heir to Lajus; let her marry Creos : 
Offended Heay'n will never be appeas'd, 
While OEdipus pollutes the Throne of Lajus, 
A Stranger to his Blood. | 
All. We'll no OEdipus, no OEdipus. 
1 Cit, He puts the Prophet in a Mouſe hole. 
2 Cit. I knew it would be 
the beſt Reaſon, © 
Tir. Can Benefits thus die? Ungrateful Thebans / 
Remember yet, when, after Zajus' Death, 
The Monſter & 1 9 laid your rich Country waſte, 
Your Vineyards oil'd, your labouring Oxen ſlew 3 
Your ſelves, for . mew'd up within your Walls; 
She, taller than your Gates, o'er-look'd your Town: 
But when ſhe rais'd her Bulk to fail above you, 
She drove the Air around her like a Whirl-wind, 
And ſhaded all beneath; till tooping down, | 
She clap'd her Leathern-Wing againſt your Tow'rs, 
And thruſt out her long Neck, ev'n to your Doors, 
Dio. Alc. Pyr. We'll hear no more. | 


Tir. 


e ſo: the laſt Mani ever ſpeaks 
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Tir. You durſt not meet in Temple, | 


For r' invoke the Gods for Aid; the proudeſt he | 
Who leads you now, then crow'd like a dar'd Lark: | 


2 This Creon ſhook for fear, 


„ LL Blood of Lajuscruddled in his Veins ; 
Til OEdipus arriv'd, „ 
Call'd by his own high Courage, and the Gods; 
Himſelf to you a God: Ye offer'd him 
Your Queen and Crown (but what was then your Crown?) 
And Heay'n authoriz'd it by his Succeſs, 
„ peak then, Who is your lawful King ? 
All. 'Tis OEdIbln. 4 
Tir. 'Tis OEdipus, your King more lawful - 
Than yet you dream; for ſomething ſtill there lies 
In Heaven's dark Volume, which 1 read thro* Miſts : 
'Tis great, prodigious ; *tis a dreadful Birtn 
Of wondrous Fate; and now, juſt now diſcloſing, 
I ſee, 1 ſee hay terrible it dawns ! | 


And my Soul ſickens with it. | 2 
1 Cit. How the God ſhakes him _ (Triumph ! 
Tir. He comes! he comes! Victory! Conquelt ! 


But ; oh! Guiltleſs and Guilty! Murder! Parricide! 
Inceſt ! Diſcovery ! Puniſhment tis ended, 
And all your Sufferings o'er. | 


A Trumpet within : Enter Hzmon. 


Hem. Rouſe up, ye Thebans ; tune your Io Pan, 
Your gy... returns: The Argians are o'ercome ; 
Their warlike Prince in ſingle Combat taken, 
And led in Bands by od like OEdipus . 
All. OEdipus, OEdipus, OEdipus ! | 
Creon. Furies confound his Fortune [Aſide to em. 
Haſte, all haſte, „ | 
And meet with Bleſſings our victorious King: 
Decree Proceſſions; bid new Holy Days 
Crown all the Statues of our Gods with Garlands 
And raiſe a Brazen Column, thus inſerib'd, , 
To OEdipus, now twice a Conqueror, Deliverer of his 
Truſt me, I weep for Joy to ſee this Day, 3 
: ir 
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Tir. Yes, Heav'n knows how thou my — 

Country- men, 

And, as you us'd to ſupplicate your Gods, | 

So meet your King, with Bays and — 

Bow down, and touch his Knees, and e from him 

An End of all your Woes ; for onl 

Can give it you. [Exit Tireſias, 4.5 People followin 


Enter OEdipus 3 in Triumph; Adraſtus Priſoner ; 
_ Dymas, Train. 


Creon. All hail, great O Edipns ; 
Thou mighty Conqueror, hail ;, welcome to Theke, 
To thy own, Thebes, to all that's leſt of Thebes," | 
For half thy. Citizens are ſwept away 


And wanting to thy Triumphs; _ 4 4 Bi 
And we, the happy Remnant, only e 7 
To welcome thee, and die. 80 
Ded. Thus Pleaſure never comes lincere to Man, | E 


Zut lent by Heav'n, upon hard Uſury ; 

And while ove holds us out the Bowl of, Joy, 
Ere it can reach our Lips, tis daſh'd, with Gal! 
By ſome Left-handed God. O mournful Triumph! 
O Conqueſt gain'd abroad, and loſt at home ! . 

O Argos, now rejoice, for Thebes lies low; ; 

Thy flaughter'd-: Sons now ſmile, and think they won, 
When they can count more Theban Ghoſts than theirs. 
Adr. No; Argos. mourns with Thebes; you temper'd ſo 
Your Courage while you fought, that Mercy ſeem'd 
The manlier Virtue, and much, more prevail'd. 

While Argos is a People, think you Thebes 

Can never want for Subjects: Every Nation : 
Will croud to ſerve where OEdipus commands. 

Creon to Hem. How mean it ſhews, to fawaupon the 

| Victor! 

Hem, Had you beheld him hight, bal ſaid otherni 
Come, "tis brave Bearing in him not to d envy © ; 
Supe perior Virtue.. 2 

Oed. This, indeed, is Conqueſt, . IT 
T0 gain a Friend like you, Why . 


Adr. 


OEDTIPVUS af 
Aar. Cauſe we were Kings, and each diſdain'd an 
ſought to have it in my Power to do (Equal. 
What thou doſt done; and ſo to uſe my Conqueſt, 
To ſhew thee Honour was my only Motive. 
Know this; that were my Army at the Gates, 

ind Thebes thus'waſte, I would not take the Gift, 

* which, like a Toy drop'd from the Hands of Fortune, 


* 


Lay for the next Chance-comer. | 

Oed. Embracing. No more Captive, 
But Brother of the War: Tis much more pleaſant, 
And ſafer, truſt me, thus to meet thy Love; | | 
Than when hard Gauntlets clench'd our warlike Hands, 


And kept em from ſoft Uſe. 
Adr. My OD ems” $45 
Oed. My Friend! That other Name keeps Enmity alive. 


But longer to detain thee were a Crime 
To Love, and to Eurydice go free: 
Such Welcome as a ruin'd Town can give, 
Expect from me; the reſt let her ſupply. 
Adr. I go without a Bluſh, tho conquer'd twice; 


By you, and by my Princeſs. _ [Exit Adraſtus. 
Creon Aſide. Then I am conquer'd thrice; by OE- 
dipus, ie RP 


And her, and even by him, the Slave of both, 
Gods, I am beholden to you for making me. your 
Image: | | N 
Would I could make you mine. [Exit Creon. 


5 


Enter the People with Branches in their Hands holding 
them up, and kneeling : Two Prieſts before them. 


Oed. Alas my People! | N 
What means this ſpeechleſs Sorrow, down-caſt Eyes, 
And lifted Hands? If there be one among you, 
Whom Grief has left a Tongue, ſpeak for the reſt. 

1 Pri. O Father of thy Country! Ea 
To thee theſe Knees are bent, theſe Eyes are lifted, 
As to a viſible Divinity ; | | 
A Prince, on whom Heav'n ſafely might repoſe 
The Buſineſs of Mankind: For Providence 


Might 
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Might on thy Boſom ſleep ſecure, . ü 
And leave her Task to thee. ic; 
But where's the Glory of thy former Acts? 
Ev'n that's deftroy'd when none ſhall live to ſpeak it. 
Millions of Subjects ſhalt thou have, but mute: 
A People of the Dead; a crouded Deſart: 
A Midnight-ſilence at the Noon of Day. 4 
Oed. Oh! were our Gods as ready with their Pity, 
As 1 with mine, this Preſence ſhould be throng'd 
With all I left alive z and my fad Eyes 
Not ſearch in vain for Friends, whoſe promis'd Sight 
Flatter'd my Toils of War. 

1 Pri. Twice our Deliverer! 

Oed. Nor are now your Vows 
Addreſs'd to one who ſleeps : 
When this unwelcome News firſt reach'd my Ears, 

mas was ſent to Delphos, to enquire | ps 
The Cauſe and Cure of this contagious 11] ; 
And is this Day return'd ; but ſince his Meſſage 
Concerns the Publick, I refus'd to hear it, 
But in this general Preſence : let him ſpeak, 

Dym. A dreadful Anſwer from the hallow'd Urn, 
And ſacred Tripos did the Prieſteſs give, 
In theſe myſterious Words : | 

The Oracle. Shed in a curſed Hour, by curſed Hand, 
Blood-Royal unreveng d, has curs'd the Land 
When Lajus' Death is expiated well, 
Tour Plague ſhall ceaſe : the reſt let Lajas tell, 

Oed. Dreadful indeed! Blood, and a King's Blood too 
And ſuch a King, and by his Subjects ſhed ! 
(Elſe, by this Curſe on Thebes !) No wonder then 
If Monſters, Wars, and Plagues revenge ſuch Crimes, 
If Heav'n be juſt, its whole Artillery | 
All muſt be empty'd on us: not one Bolt 
Shall err from Thebes,” but more be call'd for, more 
Ne- moulded Thunder of a larger Size, .; 
Driven by whole Jove. What! touch anointed Pow'r! 
Then Gods beware; Jove would himſelf be next, 
Eou'd you but reach him too. 1 

2 Pri. We mourn the ſad Remembrance. 


Oed. 


oh | 
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oed. Well you may. © -- 
Worſe than a Plague. infe&s,you : Lebe devoted 
To Mother Earth, and to th' Infernal Pow'rs: 
Hell has a Right in you: I thank you Gods, 
That I am no Theban born: How my Blood cruddles! 
As if this Curſe; taueh'd me! And touch'd me nearer * 
Than all-this Preſence es, tis a King's Blood. 
And. I, a King, am Ain. deeper Bonds 
To expiate this Blood: But where, from whom, 
Or how mult Latone: it ? Tell me, Thebans, 
How Lajus fell; for a canfus'd/ Report 
Paſs'd rae my Ears, when firſt I took heiGiows ; 1 
But full of hurry, alike a Morning Dream, a 
It yaniſh'd in = Buſineſs of the Day. 


1 Pri. He went in private forth, but thinly follow'd, 


And ne'er.return'd\tco Thebes. 
Oed. Nor any from him? Came there no Attendant ? 
None. to bring News: : 
2 Pri. Rut one,, and he ſa wounded, 4 
He ſcarce drew Breath to ſpeak: fome few faint Words. 
Oed, being were they 2 N- may be learnt from 
thence. 7 
1 Pri. Re:ſaid ae ofiRobbers watch'd cheirPalſage, 
Who took, Advantage of a narrow Way, 
To murder Lajus and the reſt; himſelf 
Left too for dead. 
Oed. Made you no rig 
But took this bars Relation: 
2 Pri. Twas neglefted-: | 1 , 
For then the: Manſter Sh began te to wie, 
And preſent Cares ſoon: buried: the remote: 
So was it:-huſh'd; and never ſince reviv'd. 
Oed. Mark,  Thebans, mark! | 
Juſt; then the ux began to rage among you, 
The Gods WR — of. th” offendin Minute, 
And dated thence your Woes hence w LI ce 'em. 
1 Pri. Tis juſt thou ſhouldſt. . 
Oed. Hear then this dread Lndpwecatiang: hear i ity 
Tis laid on all, not any one exempt 2. 
Bear witneſs, Heav'n, * on the Eerjur d. 7 
Ty 
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If any Theban born, if any Stranger 
Reveal this Murder, or produce its Author; 
Ten Aezick Talents be his juſt Reward: 

But if for Fear, for Favour, or for Hire, 
The Murder he conceal, the Curſe of Thebes 
Fall heavy on his Head: Unite our Plagues, 

Ye Gods, and place em there: From Fire and War 
Converſe, and all things common, be he baniſh'd. 
But for the Murderer's ſelf, unfound by Man, 
Find him, ye Pow'rs Celeſtial and Infernal, 
And the ſame Fate, or worſe than Lajus met, 
Let be his Lot; his Children be accurs d; 
His Wife and Kindred, all of his be ad. 
Both Pri, Confirm it, Heavy" n. 51 


Enter Jocaſta attended by ww; 


Joc. At your Devotions! Heaven ſucceed your Wiſhes, 
And bring th'Efte& of theſe your uwe WT: es. 
On you, and me, and all. al 277% 
Pri. Avert this Omen, Heav'n "Pp kd W 
Oed. O fatal Sound! unfortunate Joe! | 
What haſt thou ſaid! an ill Hour haſt thou choſen 
For thoſe fore-boding Words: Why, we were curſi ing, 
Joc. Then may — Curſe fall o oh where you laid it, 
Oed. Speak no more; 
For all thou ſay'ſt is ominous: we were curſing, 
And that dire Imprecation haſt thou faſten'd 
On Thebes, and thee, and me, and all of us, 
Joc. Are then my Bleſſings turn'd into a Curſe 7 
O unkind Oedipus My former Lord 
Thought me his Bleſſing be thou like my Lajuis 
Oed. What, yet again! the third time haſt thou curſt 
This Imprecation was for Lajus' Death, 3935 
And thou baſt wiſh'd me like him. | 
Yor. Horror ſeizes me! 
Oed. Why doſt thou gaze upon me? Prichee; Love, 
Take off thy Eye, it burdens me too much. 
Foc. The more I look, the more I find of Lajws : 
His Speech, his Garb, his Action, nay, his "_Y , 
or 
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(For I haye ſeen it) but ne et bent 08:mesd: 35 +) 
Qed. Are we ſo alike} 
Jos. In all things but his Love. 
Oed. 1 love thee more: 80 well 1 love, Words cannot 
(ſpeak how well. 
No pious Son e'er loy' his Mother more, 
Than I {ny ear Jocaſta. 1 
yon tod . K Hh K : 
The ſelf. ſame way : And when you <hid, bd BY 
A Mother's Love ſtart-up in your Defence, . 
And bad me not be angry: be not you: _ 
For I love Lajus ſtill as Wives ſhou'd love; 
But you more tenderly, as part of me: 
And Ren I have you in my N methinks, 
I lull, my Child Ade. | 
Oed. Then we are blefs'd ; | 
And all theſe Curſes ſweep as the Skies, 
Like empty Clouds, but drop not, on our Heads. 
Joc. I have not joy'd an Hour fince you departed, 
For publick Miſeries and for private Fears 
But this bleſs'd Meeting has ofer-pay'd 'em all, | 
Good Fortune, that comes: ſeldom, comes more welcome. 
All I can wiſh for now, is your Conſenn 
To make my Brother happy. do 
Oed. How, Jocaſta? 
Joc. By Marriage with his Niece Enoqdice 
Oed. Uncle and Niece !: they are too near, my mes: 
Tis too like Inceſt; tis Offence to Kind: | | 
Had I nor promis'd, were there no adn, 
No Choice but Craon left her of Mankind, 0 
They ſhou'd not marry. no more of it, 
The Thought diſturds me. 9% 
Joc. Heav'n can never bleſs. 
A Vow ſo broken, which I made to un: 
Remember he's my Brotber. | 
Oed.. That's the Bar, vi 
And ſhe thy Daughter : Nature ——_ abbor 
To.be fore d back again upon herſelf 
And, like a Whirl-pool, ſwallow her own Streams, 
Joe, Be not diſpleas'd, 4'll move the Suit no more. 
C 2 
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Oed. No, do not; for, ILKnoο.]) not why, it fakes the T| 


When I but think on Inceſt : move me forward Di 

To thank the Gods for my Sueceſs, and pray” - . 

To waſh the barry of Royal Blood away. _ A 
; Ker 4 '4 ' Kit: SIC 1 Oe 2 
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ACT II. SCENE IL: 


S C E NE an ao. Galley: = Roy ITE 
chamber being ſuppos'd behind. The Tin 
Night, Thunder, c. 


Enter Hzmodn, Alcander, Pyracmon. 


Hem Ure 'tis the End of all things! Fate has torn ; 
o The Lock of Time off, and his Head i is now. 
The oft Ball of round Eternity! kiel 
Call you theſe Peals of Thunder but᷑ the Yawn F 
Of bellowing Clouds? By Jove, they ſeem to me. 
Tine World's laſt — ; and thoſe yaſt arp Flame 
Are its laſt Blaae]! The Tapers of the Gods, 
The Sun and Moon, run 7 like Waren Globes, 
The ſhooting Stars end all . allies q 0 f t. . 
And 3 is at hand. $a 0 . 
Pyr. Tis Midnight, re's not a an 
Bur foch as ne'er muſt — All n ahbe "yy | 
The Palace, and implore, as from a God, 
Help of the King, who, from the Barileiens, . | 
By the red Lightnings glare, er" n 
Atones the angry Powers, 268-503 2150, I 1 
Hem, Ha ! Hyfdtmen, look, 
Behold, Alcander, from yon Weſt of Heavy b, 
The perfect Figures of a Man and Woman: 
A Scepter bright with Gems in each tight Hand, _ 
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Their lowing Robes of dazaling, Pur e ma . 
Diſtinctly yonder in that Point the — — 
juſt Welt : A bloody Red ſtains all the Place : 

And ſee, their Faces are quite hid in Clouds. | 
Pyr. Cluſters of golden Stars hang o'er their Heads, 
And ſeem ſo crouded, that they burſt upon em: 
All dart at once their baleſul Influence 11 Y 

In leaking Fire. 
Alc. Long-bearded Comets 


Like flaming Porcupines, to their 
As they would ſhoot their Quills into their ons: 


Hem. But ſee ! the Ki +82 Queen, andall cha Courr? x 


Did ever Day or Night ſnew ought like this ? 
| Tbundars Again. 


The SCENE draws, and diſcovers the 
Prodigies. 


Enter OEdipus, Jocaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, all coming 
forward with Amazement. 


Oed. Anſwer, you Pow'rs Divine, ſpare all this Noiſe, 
This rack of Heav'n, and ſpeak your fatal Pleaſure ; 
oy breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away? 

from the bleeding Womb of monſtrous Night, 
forth ſuch Myriads of abortive Stars? 
Ha! my Jocaſla, look ! the Silver Moon! 
Af Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face! 
She's all o'er Blood! and look, behold again, 
What mean the myſtick Heav'ns ſhe journjes on? 
A vaſt Eclipſe darkens the lab'ring Planet: 
Sound there, ſonnd all your Inſtruments of War; 
Clarions and Trum "Silver, Braſs, and Iron, 
And beat a thouſand Drums to help ber Labour. 

Ar. 'Tis vain, you ſee the Prodigies continue I » 
Let's gaze no more, the Gods are humorous. + 

Ord. Forbear, raſh Man Once more 1 ask your 
If that the Glow - worm Light of human Reaſon {[Pleaſurez - 


Might dare to offer at * 3 


30 OE DIPVWS. , 


And cope with Gods, why all this ſtorm of Nature T 
Why do the Rocks ſplit, and why rolls the Sea? Fi 
Why theſe Portents in Heav'n, and Plagues on Earth | 

Why yon Gigantick Forms, ethereal Monſters ? = 8: 

Alas !. is all this but to fright the Dwarfs * 

W hich your own Hands have made ? then be it ſo. P 

Or if the Fates reſolve ſome Expiation . B 

For murder'd Lajus, hear me, hear me, Gods ! F 

Hear me thus proſtrate: Spare this groaning Land, 1 

Save innocent Thebes, ſtop the Tyrant Death; d 

Do this, and lo I ſtand up an Oblation J 

To meet your. ſwifteſt and ſeveteſt Anger; \ 

Shoot all at once, and ſtrike me to the Centre. 

[the Cloud draws that weil'd the Heads of the Fi. 
gures in the Sty, and ſhews em croww'd, with 
the Names of Oedipus and Jocaſta written above 
in great Characters of Gold. 

Aar. Either I dream, and all my cooler Senſes 
Are vaniſh'd with that Cloud that fleets away; 
Or juſt above thoſe two majeſtick Heads, a 
J ſee, I read diſtinctly in large Gold, 
OEdipus and Jocaſta. | 
Ale. I read the ſame. | | 
Aar. Tis wonderful; yet ought not Man to wade 
Too far in the vaſt deep of Deſtiny. | 
9 | [Thunder, and the Prodigies vaniſh, 
Foc. My Lord, my Okdipus, why gaze you now, | 
When the whole Heav'n is clear, as if the Gods 
Had ſome new Monſters made! will you not turn, 
And bleſs your People, who devour each Word 
You breathe? - FIT : 
Oed. It ſhall be fo. 
Yes, I will die, O Thebes, to fave thee ! 

Draw from my Heart my Blood with more Content 

Than e'er I wore thy Crown. Yet, O Jocaſta . 

By all th' Indearments of miraculous Love, 

By all our Languiſhings, our Fears in Pleaſure, 

Which oft have made us wonder; here 1 ſwear 

On thy fair Hand, upon thy Breaſt I ſwear | 

A cannot call to mind, from budding Childhood 


— 
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To blooming Youth, a Crime by me committed, 
For which the awful Gods ſhould doom my Death. 
Joc. Tis not you, my Lord, 
But he who murder d Lajus, frees the Land: 
Were you, which is impoſlible, the Man, 
Perhaps my Ponyard firſt ſhould drink your Blood; 
But you are innocent, as your Focaſla, „ 
From Crimes like thoſe. This made me violent 
To ſave your Life, which you unjuſt would loſe; 
Nor can you comprehend with deepeſt Thought 
The horrid Agony you caſt me in, | 
When you reſoly'd to die. 
Oed. Is't poſſible? e 
Joc. Alas! why ſtart you ſo ? Her ſtiff'ning Grief, 
Who ſaw her Children ſlaughter'd all at once, 
Was dull to mine: methinks I ſhould haye made 
My Boſom bare againſt the armed God, 
To ſave my Oedipus. 
Oed, I pray, no more. | 
| Joc. You've ſilenc'd me, my Lord. 
Oed. Pardon me, dear Jocaſia z 
Pardon a Heart that ſinks with Sufferings, f 
And can but vent it ſelf in Sobs and Murmurs: 
Yet to reſtore my Peace, I'll find him out. 
Yes, yes, you Gods! you ſhall have ample Vengeance 
On Lajus* Murderer. Ob, the Traitor's Name! 
PII know it, I will; Art ſhall be conjur'd for it, 
And Nature all unravel'd. | 
Joc. Sacred 5ir a N 
Oed. Rage will have way, and 'tis but juſt; I'Il fetch 
Tho lodg'd in Air upon'a Dragon's Wing, (him, 
Tho Rocks ſhould hide him; nay, he ſhall be dragg'd 
From Hell, if Charms can burry him along, | 
His Ghoſt ſhall be by ſage Tireſia's Pow'r 
(Tireſias, that rules all beneath the Moon) 
Confin'd to Fleſh, to ſuffer Death once more; 
And then be plung'd in his firſt Fires again. 
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Cre. My Lord, | 
Tireſias attends your Pleaſure. 
O my Jocaſia, Eurydice, Adraſius, 
Creon, and all ye 12 3 the 2 a 
Of Plagues, of Madneſs, Murders, P i 
lag er 


Draws on: this Battel of the Heay'ns | 
Shall by his Wiſdom be reduc'd to Peace. 


Enter Tireſias leaning on 4 Staff, led by his Daughter 
Mano, follow'd by other Thebans, 


O thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring Mind 
Knows all the Buſineſs of the Courts above, 
Opens the Cloſets of the Gods, and dares 
To mix with Jove himſelf and Fate at Council 
O Prophet, anſwer me, declare aloud 
The Traitor, who conſpir'd the Death of Lajus: 
Or be they more, who from malignant Stars 
Have drawn this Plague that blaſts unhappy Thebes. 
Tir. We muſt no more, than Fate commiſſions us 
To tell; yet ſomething, and of moment, 1'll unfold, 
If that the God would wake; I feel him now, 
Like a ſtrong Spirit charm'd into a Tree, | 
That leaps, and moves the Wood without a Wind: 
The rouz'd God, as all this while he 1a 
Intomb'd alive, ſtarts and dilates himſelf: 
He ſt s, and he tears my aged Trunk 
With holy Fury, my old Arteries burſt ; 
My ſhrivel'd Skin T4; 
Like Parchment erackles at the hallow'd Fire; 
I ſhall be young again. Manto, my Daughter, 
Thou haſt a Voice that might have ſav'd the Bard 
Of Thrace, and forc'd the raging Bacchanals, 
With lifted Prongs, to liſten to thy Airs: 
O charm this God, this Fury in my Boſom, 
Lull him with tuneful Notes, and artful Strings, 


With 
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h pow'rfül Sttains; Aire, Chi. | 
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; IG Hit | 
Uebe, Gad 42594 Beal kee 
At thy dawn, every H ii die bv; 
At thy ſetting, all aha Birds'of thy Abſence complain, 
And we dia, dll die till ae Morning comes on” 
_ Phoebus, Gad below'd' by pars gin 
Idol of ib Eaſtern Kings, | 
ps as the God whe f. "Gore 82 
His Thunder round, and the Liphtaing 4 | 
God of Songs and Orphean _ Pons 3.4 
Who to this mortal Boſom _ 

All harmonious heaw'nly Things, 
Thy drotuſy Prophet to yeurue, 
Tun thou thouſand: Forms before hips drives; -* 
det lots , Horſes all o'fire Se —.— 
Con vulſions, and Furies, and Praphociss ſhal him; 
Let him teil it in Groans, tho he lend with the Load, 
* el rhe ub, of rhie terribis God. t 


Tir. The Wretch ws ſhed the-Blood Tak a 


Lives, and is great : | _ 
But cruel Greatneſs ne'er was long: | | 3% 
The firſt of Lajus Blood his Life 1 frine, | makes 
Ind urg'd his Fate; | r 


Which elſe had lating been and. = "x 

The Wretch, who Laws kill'd, muſt — 

Or Thebes. conſum'd with Plagues in Ruin lie. 
Oed. The firſt of Lajas Blood? pron 

May the God roa e- ray gems Mauth, 

That ev'n the Dead 

Name him, 1 ſv; tat * e e 

For by the Stars he diegs 

Speak, I eommand thee z 

By phebus, fpeak ! for fadden Dearh's his Doom 


Here ſhall he fall, „ü 8 


ounce the 5 
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His Name, I charge thee once more, ſpeak, 
Tir. 'Tis loſt, 
| Like what we think can never ſhun Remembrance j 
Let of a ſudden's gone beyond . the Clouds. 
Oed. Fetch it fem thence ; I'll have't, where er it be. 
Cre. Let me intreat you, ſacred Sir, be calm, 
And Creon ſhall point out the great Onde J 
Tis true, reſpe& of Nature might enjoin | + 1 
My Silence at another time; but Oh, * * 
Much more the Pow'r of my eternal "pp Cy 
That, that ſhould ſtrike me dumb: Yet Thebes, my Coun- 
I'll break = all, to ſuccour Bech, Poor * \ 
Oed. 8 ** then, if ought thou know'ſt : 
As much = ſeem'ſt to know, delay no lab 
Cre, O Beauty! O illuſtrious Royal Maid ! ' | 
To whom my Vows. were ever paid till now. 
And with ſuch modeſt, chaſte, and pure Affection, 
The coldeſt Nymph might read em without bluſhing , 
Act thou the reſs then of wretched Lajws? :.. 
And I, muſt I accuſe thee? O my Tear! 
Why. will you fall in ſo: abhar'd-a Cauſe Þ ++»... 
But that thy beauteous, barbarous Hand deftroy'd 
Thy Father (O monftrous Act!) both 0 
And Men at once take noticte. 
Oed. Eurydice ! i 
Eur. Traitor, go on; 1 ſcorn thy liule Malice, . 
And knowing more my perfect Innocencdse 1 
Than Gods and Men, then how much more chan 4 
Who art their oppolite, and form'd a Lyar ?: 
I thus diſdain thee! thou once didſt talk of Love; 
Becauſe I hate thy Love, thou doſt accuſe me. 
Ar. Villain, inglorious Villain 
And Traitor, double damn'd, who durſt blaſpheme 
The ſpotleſs Virtue of the brig hteſt Beauty; 
Thou dy'ſt : Nor ſhall the — Majeſt7 
That guards this Place, preſerve thee from my Rage; | 
[Draws and wounds him. 
Oed. Diſarm em both: Prince, I ſhall make you know 
That I can tame you twice. Guards, ſeize him. 


Adr. Sir, Ti 85 1. 30413 \ A 
1 muſt acknowledge in another Cauſe - 
Repentance might abaſh me; but 1 gl 

In this, and ſmile to ſee the Traitor's Blood, 

Oed. an you ſhall be ſatisfied at full. 

Cre. My Hurt is nothing, Sir; but 1 appeal 
To wiſe Tireſias, if my Accuſhtion Bide 
Be not moſt true. The firſt of Lajus' Blood 
Gaye” him his Death. Ts there a Prince before her:? 
Then ſhe is faultleſs, and I ask her Pardon. 

And may this Blood ne'er ceaſe to drop, O Thebes / 
If pity of thy Sufferings did not move me 
To ſhew the Cure, which Heav'n it ſelf preſerib'd. 

Eur. Yes, Thebans, 1 will die to ſave your Lives, 
More willingly than you can wiſh my Fate; 

But let this Good, this Wiſe, this Holy Man 
Pronounce my Sentence : For to fall by him, 

By the vile Breath of that prodigious Villain, 
Would ſink my Soul, tho 1 ſhould die a Martyr; 

Adr. Unhand me, Slaves. O mightieft of Kings, 
See at your Feet a Prince not us'd to knee; 
Touch not Eurydics, by all the Gods, TR; 
As you would fave 8 but take my Life: 
For ſhould ſne periſh, Heav'n would heap Plagues on 
Rain Sulphur down, hurl kindled Bols  (Plagues, 
Upon your guilty Heads. = | 

Cre. You'turn to Gallantry what is but Juſtice. 
proof will be eaſy made. ' Adraſius was 
The Robber, who bereſt th' unhappy King | 
Of Liſe; becauſe he' flatly had deny'd 8 © 
To make ſo poor a Prince his Son-in-law: 

Therefore twere fit that both ſhould periſh. 

1 Theb. Both, let both die. an 

Al. Theb. Both, both; let em die. 

Oed. Hence you wild Herd! for your Ring- leader here, 
He fhall be made an Example. Hamon, take him. 

1 Theb. Mercy, O Mercy! nt 

Oed. Mutiny in my Preſence ! 4 24. 

Hence, let me ſee that buſy Face no more. 


: 


Tir, 
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Air. Thebans, what Madneſs makes you drunk wit 
Enough of guilty Death's already ated: Gn 

Fierce Creon has accus' d Exrydice, | 

With Prince Adraſtus; which the God repro 


By inward Checks, and leaves their Fate Nabel 6 

Oed. Therefore inſtruct us what / remains todo, 6 
Or ſuffer; for 1 feel a'Sleep like, Peat ng 8 
Upon me, and I. ſigh to ber ati reſt. Cr 

Tir. Since that the Pow'rs Divine reſuſe to * He 
The mymick Deed, 111. to the Grove of Furies; Il 
There 1 can force the infernal Gods Wu | My 
Their trorrid Forms; | = It 


- Each trembling Ghoſt Thall riſe, ba, or "al 
And leave their griſly King without a Walter: | 


My Prince 1 1. Eurydice, + 5 hl Bu 
My Life's engag'd, 1. xd um int ane 1 4 r 
Till the dark Myſteries af Hell ate done. 4 
Follow me, "Princeſs 3 Thebans, all to Reſt. re 


O Oedipus, to morray. but no more, | C/ 
If that. thy wakeful Genius will permit, 


Indulge thy Brain this Night with ſofier 1 1 Fi 
To-morrow, O to-morrow . Sleep, 'my:Son, 
And ia prophetick Dreams thy Bate be ſhown. H 


1 Ex. Tire Adraſt. Euryd. Manto, 'Thebars, 5 
. 1 ocaſt. Creon, Pyrac, nem. Alen. 


Oed. To bed, my fair, my dear, my belt Nocke. 
After the Toils of War, tis wondrous ſtrange 
Our Loves ſhould thus be dad. One Moment e d 
And I'll approach the Arms of my beloved. 

Jac. Conſume whole Years in -ſo-mow am eben 
I may have leave to feed my famiſh'd Eyes 
With one ſhort paſſing Glance, and ſighany Vows: 
8 my Lord, ivall / Paſſion 
Of languiſhing Jocafta. | {Exit 

Oed. Thou ſofteſt, ſweeteſt ofthe end, good Night! 
Nay, ſhe is beauteous too; yet, mighty Love! 
I never offer d to obey thy Laws, 

But an unuſual Chilneſs came upon me; 


An 


wich 
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An unknown Hand till check d my forward Joy, 
Daſh'd me with Bluſhes, tho no Light was near; 
That ev'n the Act became a Violation, 
Pyr. He's ſtrangely thoughtful. e 
Oed. Hark! who was that? Ha! Creon, did: thou call: 
Cre. Not I, my gracious Lord, nor any here (mes? 
Oed. That” s ſtrange! methought I heard a doleful Voice 
Cry'd Oedipus=—— The Prophet bad me fleep ; 
He talk'd of Dreams and Viſions, and to morrow ! 
Ill muſe no more on't, come what will or can, 
My Thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars; 
And with thoſe Thoughts I'll reſt ; Creon, good Night. 
[ Ex, with Ham 
Cre. Sleep ſeal your Eyes, Sir, eternal Sleep. 
But if he muſt ſleep and wake again, O all 
Tormenting Dreams, wild Horrors of the Night, 
And Hags of Fancy wing him thro? the Air: 
From Precipices hurl him headlong dowa 2 
Charybdis roar, and Death be ſet before him. 
Alc. Your Curſes haye already ta'en effect; 
For he looks very ſad. 
Cre. May he be rooted, where he ſtands, for ever; 
His Eye-Balls never move, Brows be unbent, 
His Blood, his Entrails, Liver, Heart and Bowels, 
Be blacker than the Place I wiſh him, Hell. | 
Pyr, No more: You teay your ſelf, but vex not him! 
Methinks 'twere brave this Night to faves the n | 
While blind Tireſias conjures up the Fiends. 
And paſs the Time with nice Eurydice. 
Alc, Try Promiſes and Threats, and if all fl, 

Since Hell's broke looſe, why ſhould not you be mad ? 
Raviſh, and leave her dead with her Adraſtus. | 
Cre, Were the Globe mine, I'd give a Province hourly 
For ſuch another Thought. Luſt and E whore ! 
To ſtab at once the _ Man I hate, _ 
And to enjoy the Woman whom I love! Boba 

I ack no more of my auſpicious Stars, 
The reſt as Fortune pleaſe : ſo but this Night 
ie play me fair, why let her turn 22 ever. 
.D Enter 


- 


„ 


And now, while thus I ſtalk about che Room, 


W- :. O0EDTPOS: 
Enter Hæmon. 


Hem, My Lord, the troubled King is gone to reſt , 
Yet, ere he ſlept, commanded me to clear 


The Anti-Chambers :;' None muſt dare be near him; 


Cre. Hemon, do your Duty [Thunder, 
And we obey—The Night grows yet more dreadful ! 
*Tis juſt that all retire to their. Devotions; | | 
The Gods are angry: But to morrow's dawn, 

If Prophets do not lye, will make all clear. [4s they go of 


Gedipus enters, walking aſteep in his Shirt, with a Daz: 
ger in his Right Hand, and a Taper ih his Left. 


Oed. O, my Jocaſta ! "tis for this the wet 
Stary'd Soldier lies all Night on the cold Ground; 
For this he bears the Storms | 
Of Winter Camps, and freezes in his Arms: 
To be thus circled, to be thus embrac'd ; 
That I could hold thee ever ha! where art thou ? 


. What means this mace ea mp Light, that ſeems 


The Gloom of glowing Embers ? 

The Curtain's drawn; and ſee ſhe's here again! 
Jocaſia ? Ha! what, fall'n aſleep ſo ſoon ? | 
How fares my Love? this Taper will inform me. 
Ha! Lightning blaſt me, Thunder 

Rivet me ever to Prometheus' Rock, 

And Vultures 7 out my inceſtuous Heart, 

By all the Gods! my Mother Merope ! 

My Sword, a Dagger; ha! who waits there ? Slaves, 
My Sword: What, Hemon, dar'ſt thou, Villain, ſtop me? 
With thy own Ponyard periſh. Ha! who's this? 
Or is't a Change of Death ? by all my Honours, 
New Murder; thou haſt ſlain old Polybus : | 
Inceſt and Parricide, thy Father's Murderer ! 

Out thou infernal Flame: Now all is dark, | 
All blind and diſmal : Moſt triumphant Miſchief! 
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1 challenge Fate to find another Wretch | 
Like Oedipus. | | [Thunder, &Cc. 


Enter Jocaſta, attended with Lights, in a Night Gown. 


Oed. Night, Horror, Death, Confuſion, Hell and Furies! 
Where am 1? O Jocaſta, let me hold thee; 
Thus to my Boſom\ Ages let me graſp thee : 
All that the hardeſt temper'd weather'd Fleſh, 
With fierceſt human Spirit inſpir'd, can dare 
Or do, I dare; But, O you Pow'rs, this was 
By infinite Degrees too much for Man, 
Methinks my-deafen'd Ears 
Are burſt ; my Eyes, as if they had been knock'd 
= ſome tempeſtuous Hand, ſhoot flaſhing Fire. 
That Sleep ſhould do this ! b 
Joc, Then my Fears were true. 
Methought I heard a Voice, and yet I doubted, 
Now roaring like the Ocean, when the Winds 
Fight with the Waves; now in. a ſtillfmall Tone 
Your dying Accents fell, as wrecking Ships, 
Aſter the Freadful Yell, ſink murmuring down, 
And bubble up a Noiſe. - | | * 
Oed. Truſt me, thou faireſt, beſt of all thy Kind, 
None ere in Dreams was tortur'd ſo before; 
Yet what moſt ſhocks the Niceneſs of my Temper, 
Ev'n far beyond the killing of my Father, 
And my own Death, is, that this horrid Sleep 
Daſh'd my ſick Fancy with an Act of Inceſt : 
I dreamt, Jocaſia, that thou wert my Mother, 
Which, tho impoſſible, ſo damps my Spirits, 
That I cou'd do a Miſchief on my ſelf. 
Leſt I ſhould ſleep, and dream the like again. 
Joc. O OEdipus, too well I underſtand you! 
I know the Wrath of Heay'n, the Care of Thebes,. 
The Cries of its Inhabitants, War's Toils, 
And thouſand other Labours of the State, 
Are all refer'd to you, and ought to take you 
For ever from Jocaſta. L 


= 
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Oed. Life of my Life, and Treaſure of my Soul ! 
Heav'n knows I love thee. 
Joc, Oh! you think me vile, LEE 785 
— And of an Inclination ſo ignoble, f 
That I muſt hide me from your Eyes for ever. 
Be witneſs, Gods, and ſtrike Jocaſta dead, 
If an immodeſt Thought, or low Deſire 5 
Inflam'd my Breaſt, ſince firſt our Loves were lighted, 
. 6 Kneeling, 
Oed. Oh, riſe ; and add not, by thy cruel Kindneſs, 
A Grief more ſenſible than all my Torments. 
Thou think'ft my Dreams are forg'd: but, by thy ſelf, 
The greateſt Oath I ſwear, they are moſt true, 
But be they what they will, I here diſmiſs 'em: 
Be gone Chimera's, to your Mother Clouds : 
Is there a Fault in us? have we not ſearch'd 
The Womb of Heay'n, examin'd all the Entrails 
Of Birds and Beafts, and tir'd the Prophet's Art? 
Yet what avails ? he, and the Gods together, 
Seem, like Phyſicians,” at a loſs to help us: 
Therefore, like Wretches that have linger'd long, 
We'll ſnatch the ſtrongeſt Cordial of our Love. 
To bed, my Fair, & 
Ghoſt within, Oedipus ! : 
Oed. Ha! Who calls? | ' 
Didſt thou not hear a Voice? | 
Joc. Alas! I did. 
Ghoſt. Focaſia. . © 
Joc. O my Love, my Lord, ſupport me! 
Oed. Call louder, till you burſt your airy Forms; 
Reſt on my Hand. Thus arm'd with Innocence, 
JI face theſe babbling Demers of the Air; 
In ſpite of Ghoſts, I'll on. N | 
Tho round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms, 
III break em, with Jocafia in my Arms; 
Claſp'd in the Folds of Love, 1'll wait my Doom; 
And act my Joys, tho Thunder ſhake the Room. Exeuni. 
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ACT III. SCENE E 
SCENE, 4 dark Grove. 


Enter Creon and Diocles. 


cre. IS better not to be, than be unhappy. 
Dio. What mean yon by theſe Words 
Cre. Tis better not to be, than to My Creon.. | 
A thinking Soul is Puniſhment eno 
But when 'tis great, like mine, a af wrected . Fo 
Then eyery Thought draws Blood.. 1 0 
Dio. You are not wretched, 
Cre. Jam; my Soul's ill married to m = Bri 
I would be An be handfome, be be Ep ; % 
Cou'd I but breathe my ſelf into Adr 
Dio. You rave; call home your Thoughts. 
Cre. I prithee let my Soul take air a While; 
Were ſhe in Oedipus, I were a Kingz . 
Then I had kill'd a Monſter, gain'd a Battel, 
And had my Rival Pris'ner ; brave, brave Aﬀtions ! + 
Why have ndt 1 done theſe? | 
Dio. Your Fortune hinder d. | 
Cre, There's it; I have a Soul to-do '&n 1 0% 
But Fortune will have nothing done that's great, 
But by young, handſome Fools: Body and-Brawn: 
Do all her Work, Hercules was a Fool; | 
And ſtrait grew famous; a mad boiſterous Fool; 
Nay worſe, a Woman's Fool. 
Fool is the Stuff of which Heav'n- makes a Hero. 
Dio. A Serpent ne er becomes a flying Dragon, 
Till he has eat a Serpent. | | 
Cre: Goes it there !f a 
Uunderftand thee, I. muſt kill 0 ct in; 


42 94 1 S. 
Dio. Or not enjoy your Miſtreſs; 
Eurydice and he are Pris'ners here, 
But will not long be ſo; this Tell- tale Ghoſt 
Perhaps will clear em both. * 
Cre. Well, 'tis reſoly'd. 
Dio. The Princeſs walks this way; 
You muſt not meet her, 
Till this be done. 
Cre. I muſt, as 
Dio. She hates your Sight; 
And more, ſince you accus'd her. 
Cre. Urge it not. | | 
T cannot ſtay to tell. thee my Deſign ; 
For ſhe's too near. 


Enter Eurydice. 


How, Madam, were your Thoughts employ'd } 
Eur, On Death and thee, 
ce. Then were they not well ſarted ; Life and me 
Had been the better Match. 
Eur. No; I was thinkin I 
On two the moſt deteſted things in Nature; 
And they are Death and thee, 15 
Cre. The thought of Death, to one near Death is 


Ob, tts a fearful thing to be no more, (dreadful : 


Or if to be, to wander after Death , 

To walk, as Spirits do, in Brakes all Day; 

And when the Darkneſs comes, to glide in Paths 

That lead to Graves; and in the ſilent Vault, 

Where lies your own pale Shrowd, to hover o'er it, 

Striving to enter your forbidden Corps ; 

And often, often, vainly breathe your Ghoſt 

Into your lifeleſs Lips: 

Then, like a lone, benighted Traveller, 

Shut out from Lodging, ſhall your Groans be anſwer'd 

By whiſtling Winds, whoſe eyery Blaſt will ſhake 

Your tender Form to Atoms. 8 
Eur. Muſt I be this thin Being! and thus wander? 

ue Quiet aſter Beh? „ 
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Cre. None: You muſt leave | | 

This beauteous Body ; all this Youth and Freſhneſs 

Muſt be no more the Object of Deſire, 

But a cold Lumb of Clay ; 

Which then your diſcontented Ghoſt will leaye, 

And loath its former Lodging. 

This is the beſt of what comes after Death, 

Ey'n to the beſt. 

Eur. What then ſhall be thy Lot ? 

Eternal Torments, Baths of boiling Sulphur ; 

Viciſſitudes of Fires, and then of Froſts; 

And an old Guardian Fiend, ugly as thou art, 

To hollow in thy Ears at every Laſh, 

This for Eurydice, theſe for her Adraſtus: 

Cre. For her Adraſtus ! 
Eur. Yes ; for her Adraſts : 

For Death ſhall ne'er divide us, Death What's Death 7 | 
Dio. You ſeem'd to fear it. | 
Eur. But I more fear Creon : 

To take that hunch-back'd Monſter in my Arms ; 

Th' Excreſcence of a Man. | 
Dio. to Cre, See what you've Fe, | 
Eur. Death only can be dreadful to the Bad-. 

To Innocence, 'tis like a Bug- bear, dreſs d 

To frighten Children: Pull but off his Maſque, 

And he'll appear a Friend. 

Cre. You talk too ſlightly. | 
Of Death and Hell, Let me inform you better, 
Zur. You. beſt can tell the News of your own OY: 
Dio. Nay, now you are too ſharp. 
Eur. Can I be ſo to one, who has accus'd me 
of —_— and of Parricide ? 55 
. You provok'd me. «44 

And = I only did thus far accuſe you, | 

As next of Blood to Lajus : Be advis'd, 

And you may live. 

Eur. The Means? 
Cre. 'Tis offer'd you 

The Fool Ad raſtus has ageus'd bimlſelf, 334) 

Eur, He has indeed, to take the * from me; 
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Cre. He ſays he loves you; if he does, tis 5 well!; * 
He ne'er cou'd proye it in a better time. 
Eur. Then Death muſt be his Recompence for Loye, N We 
Cre. 'Tis a Fool's juſt Reward : 
The Wiſe can make a better Uſe of Life; 
But is the young Man's Pleaſure, his Ambition : 
I grudge him not that Favour. | 
Eur. When he's dead, | "I 
Where ſhall 1 find his Equal > . 
Cre. Every where, 0 
Fine empty things like him, 
The Court ſwarms with 'em. 
Fine fighting things; in Camps they are ſo common, 
Crows feed on nothing elſe. Plenty of Fools, 
A Glut of em in Thebes. 
And Fortune ſtill takes care they ſhou'd be ſeen; 
She places em aloft, o'th' topmoſt Spoke 
Of all her Wheel. Fools are the daily Work 
Of Nature ; her Vocation : If ſhe form 
A Man, ſhe loſes by't ; tis too expenſive; | 
*Twou'd make ten Fools : A Man's a Prodigy. 
Eur. That is, a creon. O thou black Detractor, 
Who ſpitt'ſt thy Venom againſt Gods and Man! 
Thou Enemy of Eyes! 
Thou who loy'ft nothing, but what nothing loves 3 
And that's thy ſelf! who haſt conſpir'd againſt. 
My Life and Fame, to make me loath'd by all, 
And only fit for thee, 
But for Adraſtus Death, good Gods! his Death! 
What Curſe ſhall I invent? ney: hs | 
Dio. No more; he's here. 
Eur. He ſhall be ever here. 
He wou'd give his Life, give up his fame 


Enter Adraftus. 


If all the Excellence of Womankind © | 
Were mine No, tis too little all for him. 
Were L made up of endleſs, endleſs Joss 


r 
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4dr. And ſo thou art. | 
The Man who loves like me, Een ae 
Wou'd think ev'n Infamy, the worſt of Ills, N 
Were cheaply purchas'd, were thy Love the Prize: 
Uncrown'd, a Captive, nothing left but Honour, 
Tis the laſt thing a Prince ſhould throw away; 
But when the Storm grows loud, and threatens Love, 
Throw ev'n that over-board, for Love's the Jewel, 
And laſt it muſt be kept, N 
Cre. to Dio. Work him, b? ſure, 
To Rage, he's paſſionate: 
Make him th* Aggreſſor. 
Dio. O falſe Love! Falſe Honour ! 
Cre. Diſſembled both, and falſe ! 
Adr. Dar'ſt thou ſay thus to me? . * | 
Cre. To you! Why, what are you, that I ſhould fear 
I am not Zajus : Hear me, Prince of Argos; (you? 
You give what's nothing, when you give your Honour; 
'Tis gone; 'tis loſt in Battel, For your Love, | 
Vows made in Wine are not ſo falſe as that: | 
You kill'd her Father; you confeſs'd you did: (ter! 
A mighty Argument to prove your Paſſion to the Daugh- 
Adr. Aſids. Gods! Muſt I bear this Brand, and not re- 
The Lye to his foul Throat ! Van (tort 
Dio. Baſely you kill'd him- 5 
Adr. Aſide. Oh, I burn inward ; my Blood's all o fire! 
Alcides when the poiſon'd Shirt far cloſeſt, 
Had. but an Ague-fit to this my Fever, 
Yet, for Eurydice, ev'n this 1 “Il ſuffer, 8 
To free my Love Well then, I kill'd him baſely. 
Cre. Fairly I'm ſure you cou'd not. 
Dio. Nor alone, | es 
Cre, You had your Fellow - Thieves about you, Prince; 
They conquer'd, and you kill'd. 70 
Adr. Aſide. Down, ſwelling Heart! * | 
'Tis for the Princeſs all——O my Eurydice ! — [To her. 
Eur. to him. Reproach not thus the Weakneſs of my 
As if I could not bear a ſhameful Death, (Sex, 
Rather than ſee you burden'd with a Crime, | 
Of which I know you free. TEIN 


 -- 
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Cre. You do ill, Madam, | 
To let your head-long Love triumph o'er Nature, 
Dare you defend your Father's Murderer 2 
Eur. You know he Kill'd him not. 
Cre. Let him fay ſo, 
Dio. See, he ſtands mute. 
ce. Oh Pow'r of Conſcience ev'n in wicked Men! 
It works, it ſtings, it will not let him utter 
One Syllable, one, no, not to clear himſelf 
From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid Act 
That e' er cou'd ſtain a Villain, not a Prince. 
Adr. Ha! Villain! 
Dio. Eccho to him, Groves: Cry Villain. 
Aar. Let me conſider: Did I murder La)us 
Thus like a Villain ? 
- Cre. Beſt revoke your Words, 

And ſay, you kill'd him not. | 
Adr. Not like a Villain: Prithee change me that, 
For any other L — | 

Dio. No, Villain, Villain. 

Cre. You kill'd him not ! Proclaim your Innocence, 
Accuſe the Princeſs: So I knew 'twou'd be. - 

Ar. I thank thee, thou inſtruct'ſt me.: 


No matter how I kill'd him. | f 7 
Cre. Aſide. Cool'd 2 } 
Eur. Thou who ufurp'ſt the facred Name of Con: ill 

Did not thy own declare him Innocent ? (ſcience, 


To me declare him ſo; the King ſhall know it. | 
Cre. You will not be believ'd, of I'll forſwear it. 
Zur. What's now thy Conſcience ? ? 
; Cre. Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my ſupple Glove; 
My upper Garment, to put on, throw off, 
As I think beſt : Tis my obedient n 
Adr. Infamous Wretch ! 
Cre. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the ill Office 
To ſave a Rival's Life : When thou art dead, 
E As dead thou ſhalt be, or be yet more baſe 
han thou think'ſt me, 
© By forfeiting her Life, to ſave thy own 29 ; 
Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 2 
e 


She ſhall be mine; (ſhe is, if Vows were binding ;) 


Fy'n of thy fooliſh Death, ſhall all be mine, 
Adr. Thine, ſay'ſt thou, Monſter ? | 

Shall my Love be thine? | 

Oh, I can bear no more! 

Thy cunning Engines have with Labour rais'd 

My heavy Anger, like a mighty Weight, 

To fall, and cruſh thee de | 

dee here thy Nuptials ; ſee, thou raſh Ixion, [Draws. 

Thy promis'd Juno vaniſn'd in à Cloud, | 

And in her Room avenging Thunder rolls, 

To blaſt thee thus Come both 


Now ſee whoſe Arm can launch the ſurer Bolt, | 


And who's the better J . Fight. 


Eur. Help ; Murder; help! 


Enter Hæmon and Guards, run betwixt them, and beat 
down their Swords, © ie 


* 


Hem. Hold, hold your impious Hands : I think the 


Furies, | | 

To whom this Grove is hallow'd, have inſpir'd you: 
Now, by my Soul, the holieſt Earth of Thebes 
You have profan'd with War. Nor Tree, nor Plant 
Grows here, but what is fed with Magick Juice; 
All full of Human Souls, that cleave their Barks, 
To dance at Midnight, by the Moon's pale Beams: 
Atleaſt two hundred Years theſe reyerend Shades 
Have known no Blood, but of black Sheep and Oxen, 
Shed by the Prieſt's own Hand to. Proſerpine. | 

Adr. Forgive a Stranger's Ignorance: I knew not 

The Honours of the Place. : | 

Hem. Thou Creon, didſt. Gy, 1 
Not OEdipus, were all his Foes here lodg'd, 
Durſt violate the Religion of theſe Groves, 
To touch one ſingle Hair ; but muſt, unarm'd, 
Parl, as in Truce, or furlily avoid 10 
What moſt he long'd to kill. 


D r 


Mark me 3 the Fruit of all thy Faith and Paſſonn, | 


Cre. Tis what I wiſh'd ; Is' draw. 


| 
| 


— 
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F Cre. I drew not firſt , 
But in my own Defence, 
Adr. I was provok'd 
Beyond Man's Patience: All, Reproach cod urge, 
Was us'd, to kindle one not apt to bear. 
Hem, Tis OEdipus, not I, muſt judge this Act: 
Lord Creon, you and Diocles retire; ' 
Tireſias, and the Brotherhood of Prieſts, 
Approach the Place: None at theſe. Rites aſſiſt, 
But you th* accus d; who by the an of Lajus, 
Muſt be abſoly'd, or doom'd. | 


Adr, I bear my Fortune. 

Eur. And I proyoke my Trial. 

Hem. Tis at hand: 
For ſee the Prophet comes with Vervain crown 4; 
The Prieſts with Lew; a venerable Band : 


We leave you to the Gods. 
[Exit Hem, with Cre. and Dio: 


Enter Tireſias, led by Manto : The Prieſts follow; z all 
clothed in long Ay 6. Hefitf. 


* 


Tir. . ye Lovers; 
Ill-fated Pair! whom ſeeing not, I know : 
This Day your kindly Stars in Heav'n were join'd : 
When (lo !) an envious Planet interpos'd, 
And threaten'd both with Death. I fear, I fear. 
Eur. Is there no God ſo much a Friend to Love, 
Who can controul the Malice of our Fate ? 
Are they all deaf ? Or have the Giants Heay' n or 
Tir. The Gods are juſt —_——_ 
But how can Finite meaſure Infinite? 
Reaſon ! alas, it does not know it ſelf * 


1 
| 
| 


Yet Man, vain Man, wou'd with this ſhort-lin'd Plummet, 
Fathom the vaſt Abyſs of Heav'nly Juſtice. ' x 
Whatever is, is in its Cauſes juſt, | | 
Since all things are by Fate, But purblind Man 
Sees but a part o“ th' Chain, the neareſt Links; 
His Eyes not carrying to that equal Beam 
That poizes all above. 


* lg 
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Eur. Then we muſt die! | 
Tir. The Danger's imminent this Day. 

Adr. Why then there's one Day leſs for Human Ws; 

And who would moan himſelf for ſuffering that, 


Which in a Day muſt paſs ? Somerhi or nothing 
] ſhall be what I was again, before 2 3 
] was Adra 
Penurious * 'n! Canſt thou not add a Nighe 
To our one wr 7 Give me a 9 
And III the reſt. | 
Tir. She broke her Vow” 
Firſt rr to Cron. But the Time calls on 
And Lajus Death muſt now be made more plain? 
How loth I am to have recourſe to Rites | 
50 full of Horror, that I once 2 
I want the Uſe of Sight 
1 Pr. The Ceremonies tay, ſtay.” * | e 
Tir. Chuſe the e oꝰ Grove, 
duch as Ghoſts at Noon- loves” ane 
8 and dig it nigh 
Where the Bones of Lajus lie : 
Altars rais'd, of Turf or Stone, 
Will ch' infernal Pots have nahe. 
Anſwer me, if this de done? 
All Pr, Tis done.: 
Tir, Is the Sacrifice made fe 
Draw ber backward to the Pit: 
Draw the barred Heifer back, 
Barren let her be, and black ; 
Cut the curled Hair that grows 
Full betwixt her Horns and Brows : 
And turn your'Faces from the Sum 
Anſwer me, if this be done? 
All Pr. 'Tis done. 
De. Pour ined, —— like Wine 
o Mother Earth, and Pr 
— Milk into the * «pub | 
the Ghoſts that love the Steam 8 
Snatch a Brand from Funeral-pile ; 3 he 
Toſs it in to make em boil: | 
E And 
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And turn your Faces from the Sun. 


Anſwer me, if all be e 1; „ 
Allr. All is done. 2 40 40. 7 + 


* ef Thunder ;. and laſs i * $1 thes — 
ing below the Stage. 


Manto, O what Laments are tho? 
Tir. The Groans of Ghoſts, that cleave che Earth vic 
Pain ; 
And heaye it up, the t 2nd dick balf wa 
15 . * [The Stage May. darkned, 
Mango, And now a ſudden Darkneſs covers all 
The genuine Night: Night added to the Groves; 
The Fogs are blown full in the Face of Heav n. 
Tir. Am I but half obey'd ? Infernal Gods, 
'Muſt you have Muſick too? then tune your Voices, 
And let em have ſuch Sounds as Hell ne'er 5 MANS, , 


Since Orpheus brib'd the Shades. LG #4 Mack 
s O N G. 1 
. Hear ye ſullen Pow'rs below: 
"he Taskers of the dead; |. 


2, You that boiling Cauldrons blow, 21 

You that ſcum the molten Lead; NP I 
3- You that pinch with red hot Tongs; .../ ... - 

1. You that drive the trembling 5-5 15h ome) melo 

Of por, poor Ghoſt d rt act $0. 2 

With your ſharpen” Prongs ; . 3 a 
2. You that thruſt em off the brim; n l 
3+ You that plunge. em when at ans dats ha 
1. Till they down x 13809242 ng 

Till they go i 6 

On 4a row” dan Loo! 


Down, down, 1 —— 4 
Ten thouſand thouſand A 57 F. athom | low, i 
* Till they down, &e. 
I. Muſick for a while 
3h Jour Cares beguile : i 
* © R | Mon- 


.* "_— — n 
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Wondring how. your Pains were eat. | 
2. And diſdaining to eee I. „Ha 
3. Tul Alecto fre the'deas ein aud gad, 
From their eternal Bande NV 
Till the Snakes drop from hor ad, s. N 


And whip Hover out her Hands. *. 

1. Come away, N * 4 1 
Do not ſtay, A9 1; bniden 11. af. 
But obey Sins Len, guet £3 an 
While we plaryr, 7 


For Hell's broke * and 125 have Holy day 
Chorus, Come away, & c. 


as 


[A Flaſh af Lightning : the Stage is 1 bright, and 
the Ghoſts are feen Sp ing arne the Finger — 
HOT 1 1 
I, Lajus 2. 2! = 3 
I. Hear 2. Hear! 3. Hear ! 
Tir. ' Hear and appear: 
By the Fates that ſpun thy thread ; 
Cho. Which are three. 
Tir. By the Furies fierce and dread 3 
Cho, Which are three. 
Tir. By the Judges of the dead ; 
Cho. Which are three. 
Three times three. 
Tir, By Hell's blue Flame; 
By the Stygian Lake 
And by Demogorgon's Name, I 2 aud a1 
At which Ghoſts: gn wor Rats HW 
d and mp fuk ; you aud) en! 


ER Ghoſt of 2 riſes 21 in grey; 3 as TL 
was ſlain. And behind his Chariot Ft t the three who 


were murder d with him. A 


| Ghop..Why, baſt chou drawn me from my Pains Wn 
To ſuffer, worſe;above; to fee the Day, 
And Thebas more hated'?; Hell is Heay'n to Thebes, 


For Pity-ſend me back; Where], ning bios. ft nk a 
WI | 2 . 


1 ei OO. EI t—— 4 © 
_ , 
” 


Ask'ſt thou who mu 


Strook me juſt entring; and ſome unſcen Hand” 
My Hair * up. Why — — 
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In willing Night, this i Heads 
In Hell 1 ſhun We. dc ick Scorn ; and then 
They hunt me for their Sport, and hoot me as I fly: 
Behold ev'n now they grin at my gor'd Side, 
And chatter at my Wounds. 
Tir, I pity thee: 
Tell but why Thebes is for thy Death aug. 
And I'll unbind the Charm. 1 
Gba. O ſpare my Shame. 
Tir. Are theſe two innocent: | 
Gef. Of my Death they are. | 


But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muſt Lipeak? > It 
Was doom'd to do what Nature moſt abhors. Ne 
The Gods foreſaw it; and forbad his An 
Before be yet was born. I broke their Laws, Tl 
And cloth'd with Fleſh his pre-exiſting Soul. Ti 
Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for-Deſtiny, A 
Took pity, and indu'd his new-form'd Maſs A 


With Temperance, Juſtice, Prudence, Fortitude, 


And every kingly Virtue z Gar in yain, 


For Fate, that ſent him hood-wink'd to the World; T 

Perform'd its Work b ” his miſtaking Hands. A 
rder'd me ?»'twas Oedipus z D 

Who ſtains my Bed with Inceſt ? Cedipzs : 7 

For whom then are you curſt, but Oædipus? T 

He comes; the Parricide; I cannot bear him: k 

My Wounds ake at him: O his murd'rous Breath 

Venoms my airy Subſtance! hence with bim, 

Baniſh him; ſweep him out; the Plague he bears 7 

Will blaſt your Fields, and mark his way with Ruin. 

From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, Jet him be driv'n; 

Do you forbid him Earth, and 1 forbid him Heav'n. [ 


[[Ghoft i 
Enter Oedipus, Creon, uno r. 
Oed. What's this! methought ſome ential Blat Ill, 


Struggled to puſh me backward Tell me why © 


You 


O0EDIPVS A 
You ſtare at me ! then Hell has been among ke | 
And ſome lag Fiead yet lingers in the Grove. 2 
Tir, What Omen ſaw ſt thou entring 2 
Oed. A young Stork, | 
That bore his aged Parent on his Back; | 
Till arp” with the Weight, he ſhook * 4. | 
5 out both his Eyes. 
_—_ O0 Oedipus 1 / 
Eur. Oh, — $a 
Tir. Oh, fatal Ki 
bed. What mean ofe Exclamations 972 Name f e 
I thank the Gods, no ſecret Thoughts reproach me: 22 
No; I dare challenge Heav'n to turn me outward, . 
And ſhake my Soul quite empty in your Sight. 
Then wonder not that I can unmov d 
Theſe fix d Regards, and ſilent Threats of Eyes. 
A generous Fierceneſs dwells with Innocence, 
And conſcious Virtue is allow d ſome Pride. 
Tir. Thou know'ſt not what thou ſay'ſt, - 
Oed. What mutters he! tell me, Eurydice : © 
Thou ſhak'ſt; thy Soul's a Woman. Speak, Adraſtns; - 
And boldly, as thou met'ſt my Arms in Fight; - 
Dar'ſt thou not ſpeak ? why dis bad indeed. 
* thee I ſummon by the Prieſthood, 
me what News from Hell; where Lajus pajncs 
And who's the guilty Head? 
Tir, Let me not anſwer. - 
Oed. Be dumb then, and detry hy 2 Natiye Soil! 
To farther Plaguess > 
Tir, I dare not name him to thee. 
Oed. Dar'ſt thou converſe with Hell, and eanſt ton 4 
Aa human Name? (fear 
Tir. Urge me no more to tell a thing, which known 
Wou'd make thee more unhappy; 'twill be ound 
Tho I am ſilent. 
Oed. Old and obſtinate! Then thou thy ſelf. + 
Art Author or Accomplice of this Murder, 
And fhun'd the Juſtice, which by ne Ben. 
Thou haſt incurr'd. - Tes! 
m. 0 k che Guile were mine, AT. 243 
E 3 1 
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It were not half fo great: Know. wretched Man, 
Thou only, thou art guilty ; 2 own n Curſe | 


D Falls heavy on thy felt; - 


Oed: Speak this again: 
But ſpeak it to the Winds, when they are Nets: 


Or ta the raging Seas, 'they'H Beet as Wo. b 
And ſooner will believe. : 


Tir. Then hear me Heav'n, d . 
For bluſhing thou haſt feen it! Hear me Earth, 
Whoſe hollow Womb could not contain this Murder, 
But ſent it back to Light ! And thou Hell, hear me, 
Whoſe own black Seal has firm'd this horrid Truth, 


Cedipus murder'd Lajus ! 

Oed. Rot the Tongue, i 
And blaſted be the Mouth that poke d a Lye! 
Thou blind of Sight, but thou more blind of on 

Tir. Thy Parents thought not ſo. | 

Oed. Who were my Parents? 

Tir. Thou ſhalt know too ſoon: 

Oed. Why ſeek I Truth from thee ? 

. The Smiles of Courtiers, and the Harlots Tears, 
The Tradeſmens Oaths, and Mourning of an $9 59 
Are Truths to what Prieſts tell. 
O why has Prieſthood Privilege to lye, 

7 And yet to be beltev'd : Thy Age protects thee 
Tir. Thou canſt not kill me; / tis not in thy Fate, 
As twas to kill thy Father; wed thy Mother; 

And beget Sons, thy Brothers. 
Oed. Riddles, Riddles ! 
Tir. Thou art thy ſelf a Riddle; a perplext- 
- Obſcure Enigma, ' which when thou unty'ſt, 
Thou ſhalt be found and loſt. x 
Oed. Impoſſible t | 
Adraſtus, ſpeak ; and as thou art a King, 
Whoſe Royal Word is ſacred, clear my gag 
Adr. Wou'd I cou'd !- | 

Oed. Ha, wilt thou not ? Can the plebeian Vice 
Of Lying mount to- Kings! can they be We be 
Then Truth is loſt on Earth. 


Cre. The Cheat's too go: | FD. 
AF © | Adraftut 
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Adraſtus is his Oracle, and he, | 7 
The pious Jugler, but Ad#aſius* Organ. 

Oed. Tis plain the Prieft's ſuborn'd to free the Pris'ners. 
Cre. And turn the Guilt on you: . | 
Oed. O honeſt Creon, how haſt thou been bely's}. 


Eur. Hear mm. | 

Cre. She's brib'd to ſave her Lover's Life.. 
Adr. If, Oedipus, thou think'ſt. ? > 
Cre. Hear him not ſpeak. 017 2899 1, 4364 bt 
Adr. Then hear theſe holy Men. e os 

Cre. Prieſts, Prieſts, all brib'd, all Prieſts; 

Oed. Adraſtus, I have found thee; - + 

The Malice of a vanquiſh'd Man has ſeiz'd thee. 

Adr. If Envy and not Truth . 

Oed. I'll hear no more: away with him. | 
[Hzmon takes him off by forte, Cre. and Eur, follow. | 
Oed. to Tir, Why ſtand'ſt thou here, Impoſtor! _ | 
So old, and yet ſo wicked. —lye for Gain; | 
And Gain ſo ſhort as Age can promiſe thee ! | | 
Tir. So ſhort a time as I have yet to live 
Exceeds thy pointed Hour; remember Lajus: 
No more; if e'er we meet again, twill be 
In mutual Darkneſs ; we ſhall feel before us 
To reach each other's Hand: remember Lajus, -* 

[Exit Tireſias; Prieſts folloaw.: 
'* Oedipus Solus. 

Remember Lajus / that's the Burden ſtill: 

Murder and Inceſt ! but to hear em nam'd; 
My Soul ſtarts in me: The good Sentinel 
Stands to her Weapons; takes the firſt Aarm 
To guard me from ſuch Crimes Did T kill Laus 
Then I walk'd ſleeping, in ſome frighiful Dream; 
My Soul then ſtole my Body out by Night, | 
And brought me bac to Bed e'er Morning wake. 
It cannot be ey'n-this remoteſt way, 
But ſome dark hint would juſtle forward naẽw-; 


Sod poet any Mauety——— OO nn. 


| 
| 
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Yor. Why are you thus diſturb'd ? 
Oed. Why, wouldſt thou think it? 
No lefs than Murder ? 
Joc. Murder! what of Murder? | 
Oed. Is Murder then no more 2 add Parricide, 
And Inceſt ; bear not theſe. a frightful Sound 2 7 
Joc. Alas! - 
Oed. How poor a pity is Alas, 1 
For two ſuch Crimes Læjus us d to lye? 
Joc, Oh no; the moſt ſincere, plain, honeſt Man, 
One who abhor'd a Lye. | 
Oed. Then he * in Hell. 
He charges me but wa * accuſe I him ? 
I did not hear him ſpeak it: They accuſe me; 
The Prieſt, Adraſlus and Exrydice, | 
Of murdering Laa. Tell me, while 1 think-on't, „ 
Has old Tireſias practis d long this Trade? c 
Joc. What Trade? 
Oed. Why this foretelling Trade. 
Joc. For many Years, 
Oed. Has he before this Day accus'd me? 
Joc. Never. | 
Oed. Have you e“ er this inquir'd, who did this Murder? 
Joc. Often ; but ill in vain. | 
Oed. I am ſatisfy'd. 1 
Then tis an Infant - lye; but one day old. 
The Oraele takes place. before the Prieſt: 
Thie Blood of Lajus was to murder Lajus; 
I'm not of Laa Blood. -. 
Joc. Ev'n Oracles 3 
Aue always doubtful, n I | 
Lajus had one, which never was fulfill dc. 
Nor ever can be now. | 
Oed. And what foretold it? n 
Joc. That he ſhou'd have a Son by me, fore-doom'd - 
The Murderer of his Father: True indeed, | 
A.Son was born; but to prevent that Crime, 


The wretched Infant of a By Rats 
Bor'd thro" his untir d Feet, 3 bound mich. Cands, | 
On a bleak Mountain, Was expos is 
The King himſelf liv'd many many Years, 
And found a different Fate ; 7 Nb Robbers nds 
Where three Ways meet, Yet gs Oracles ; "1 
And this the Faith we ;awe 'em. , | 
Heav'n thou haſt; waken'd ſomewhat in 
t ſhakes my very Soul! * 
Joc. What, new diſturbance ! 
Oed. Methought thou: ſaid'ſt. (or do 1 dream 
thou faid'ſt it 1) 
This Murder was on Lajus' Perſon. done, 
Where three Ways meet! 
Joc, So common Fame reports. 
Oed. Wou'd it had ly d. 
Joc. Why, good my Lord. 2 
Oed. No Queſtions 2 8 
Tis buſy time with me 8 
day where, where was it done? 
Joc. Mean you ihe Murder? 
Oed. Could'ſt thou not anſwer, without naming Mur- 


Joe, They fa yin; Phocide on [the Verge chat _ it 


From Daulia . Delpios. 
Oed. So | Ho long 8 happen d this 2 
Joc. Some little time before you came to 
Oed. What will the Gods do 1 
Joc, What means that Thaught 7 
Oed. So j but's not Tour um 10 ask; | 
How old was Lajus, what his Shape, his Stature, 


His Action and his Mein 7 quick, quick, your Anſwer 
Joc, Big mpde be as, and all; bis ort was fierce, 


rect his 9 maul 

Sat in his Front, and darted — bis Eyes, 
Commanding all he view'd. ; his Hair juſt grizled, - 
A in a green old age + nnn | 
You are his Pictuse. 


Oad. Aſide. Pray Heav'n he drew. me note Gi Ichis 


Joc, 80 . 2 


(der 2 


Oed. 
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Oed. True, you have; 
Add that to the reſt: How was the e 
Attended when he travell'dꝰ?e OR 
Joc, By four Servants : | Bas ic 
He went out privately, 
Oed. Well count ain: 1 | 
One ſcap'd I hear ; what ſince became ar bim? 
Joc. When he beheld you firſt as King in Thehis, 
He kneeP'd, and trembling, beg'd I would diſmiſs bim: 
He had my leave; and now he lives retir'd.. a 
Oed. This Man muſt be produc'd ; he muſt, Jocaſla 
. Foc. He ſhall yet . I leave to atk you'why ? 
Oed. Yes, you hall know z for where ſhould I repaſe 
The N of my Soul, but in your Breaſt ? 2 
I need not tell you Corinth claims my Birth Fi. 
My Parents Polybus and Merope, 
Two Royal Names; their only Child am I; 
It happen'd once, twas at a Bridal Feaſt, 
One warm with Wine, told me I was a enen 
Not the King s Son; I, ſtung with this Reproach, 
; Struck him : My Father A of it; the Man 
| Was made ack Pardon; and the Buflteſs huſh d 

Jioc. TWwas ſomenbar odd. 

Oed. And ſtrangely it perplex'd me. 

I ſtole away to Ba and implor'd FE 
The God to tell my certain Parentage. -- $: 
He bad me ſeek no farther; twas my Fate 
To kill my Father, and pollute his Bed, 
By marrying her who bore me | 

Joe. Vain, 'vain'Oracles ! . _ 
Oed. But yet they frighted 'me 3. 0 
-Flook'd on Corinth as à Place accurſt, , 
. Refoly'd my Deſtiny ſhould wait in _ = 1 
And never catch me there. 
Joc. Too nice a Fear. 

Qed. Suſpend your Thou hes, and flatter not too ſoon. 
Juſt in the Place you nam | where three Ways meet, 
And near that time, five Perſons Lencounterd; 
One was too like, (Heav'n grant it prove not him) 


e deſcribe for Lajus : Inſolent 5 
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and fiesce they were, as Men who liy'd on Spoil, 

judg'd 'em Robbers, and by force repell'd 127. 
he force they us d: In ſhort, four. Men Lilew THEY 
he fifth upon his Knees demanding Life, TY 
My Mercy gave it bring me comfort now: 

If I flew. Lajus, what can be more wretched! 
om Thebes and you my Curſe has e me * | 
from Corinth, Fate. g 
Joc. Perplex not thus your Mind 0 0 : 
yy Husband fell by Multitudes oppreſt, * 5 | 
o Phorbas ſaid : This Band you chanc'd to meet * 

lud murder d not my Lajus, but reveng'd him. 

Oed. There's all my hope : Let Phor as tell me chis, 

And I ſhall live again- 
To _ good Gods, I make my laſt 3 
or clear my Virtues or my Crime reyeal ; 

If wandring in the maze of Fate I run,” 3:16 Y 
And backward trod the Paths I ſought. to ſhun, / OO 
Impute my-Errors to 9. Va own Decree ;- _.., T 
My Hands are guilty, ut wa Heart is free. bene 
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Enter ebb and Creon. Co Wo 
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yr. QO ME Buſineſs of i import, that Triumph wears, 
Lou ſeem to go with ; nor is ĩt hard to gueſs, 9. 
ben you are pleas d by a malicious J, el bo A 
Whoſe red and fiery. Beams caſt thro? your Vows « 
A glowing Pleaſure. Sure you ſmile WW 
And I wo d gladly hear. wt 
2 Wouldſt thou believe? EY 
is giddy hair-brain'd King, whom old Tireſia 1a. 
er· ſtruck with heavy Accuſation, * 
0 


W - 


dy re 
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Tho conſcious of no inward Guilt,” yet fears ; 
He fears Jocaſla, fears himſelf; his Shadow 
He fears the Multitude; and, which is worth 
An Age of Lauphter, out of all 
He chuſes me to be his Omtor:- 


Swears that Adraſtus, and' the lean-took'd Prophet, 0 
Are joint Conſpirators; and 'wiſkt me to Re 
. — the ili Thebens 3 which 1 * W 
To do. 
Pur. Ada erous Undertaking 4 4 
Dreäiy oppoſite to 8 1 99 a. 1 
Cre. No, dull Pyr 74 'when I left his Preſence, 4 
With all the Wings 1 S could imp 7 
flight, 1 gain'd the midſt᷑ o th 0 
Allee Randing. on a Pile of dead wachte. 
to ha mad and ſickly Multitude, 1 
| / With i interrupting Sobs, ery' d out, (oy : 
O wretched Thebes; thy King, th | a 
This barbarous Stranger, een N, AM « 
Is by the Oracle, the wife Ten, 
Proclaim'd the Murderer of the — "Wi : ; 
' * .  Jocaſta too, no longer now my Siſter, 
Is found Comptroller in the horrid Deed. 9 


Here I-renounce all tys of Blood and Nature, 
For thee, O Thebes, dear Thebes, poor . Thebes! 
And there I we pt, and then the Rabble howl'd, 
And eaſe  an&With a thouſand antick Mouths | 
Ga Revenge; Revenge was all the cry. 
49 This cannot fail: | 1 ſee-you oa e TheBne, | 


caſt out. 
ſtrait came on | 
— \wih a Wild and bellowing Cromdſ; 
: Whom when he had'wrougttt; I whiſpi bun 10 bon, 


And head the Forces While the Heat was in em: 4 
So to the Palace I return d to meet 


and — 
| Ba fe k. greet . 


— 2 44—˖ 3 — 
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Enter Oedipus and Jocaſta, attended, ie 


Oed. Said you that Phorbas is return'd, and yet 
lntreats he may return, without being ask'd 

Of ought concerning what we have difcoyer'd:? 

Joc, He ſtarted when I told him your 1 

Replying, what he knew of that Affair 

Would give no Satisfaction to the King; ö 

Then, falling on his Knees, begg'd as for Life 

To be diſmiſs'd from Court; he trembled too, 

As if concluſive Death had ſeiz'd upon him, 

And ſtammer'd in his abrupt Pray'r ſo wildly, 

That, had he been the Murderer of Lajus, 

- Guilt and Diſtraction could not have ſhook him more. 
Oed. By your Deſcription, ſure as Plagues and Death 
Lay waſte. our Thebes, ſome Deed that Hiins the Light 

Begot thoſe Fears: If thou reſpect'ſt my Peace, 

Secure him, dear Jocaſta; for my Genius 

Shrinks at his Name. 

Joc. Rather let him go; 
So my poor boding Heart would haye i it be, 
Without a Reaſon. 

Oed. Hark, the Thebans come 

Therefore retire; and, once more, if bn lovſt me, 

Let Phorbas be retain d. Es, 

Joc, Lon ſhall, while 1 

Have Life, be ſtũl / obey d] "4 

In rain You ſooth me with your ſofe Endearments, 

And ſet the faireſt Countenance to view; 

Your-gloomy Eyes, my Lord, betray a Deadneſs . 

And inward languiſhing: That Oracle | 

Eats like a ſubtile Worm its venom'd Way, 

Preys on your Heart, and rots the noble Core, 

How'er the beauteois Out- ſide ſhews ſo lovely. 

Oed. Oh, thou wilt kill me with thy Love's Exceſs! 

All, all is well z retire, the Thebans come. 

2 5 | [Exit Jocaſta. 

G O | | 
Oat, Ha again that Scream of Woe! - | ; 
F Thrice 
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Thrice have I heard, thrice ſince the Morning dawn'd 
It hallow'd loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 

Call'd from ſome vaulted Manſion, Oedipus! 

Or is it but the work of Melancholy ? 

When the Sun ſets, Shadows that ſhew'd at Noon 
But ſmall, appear moſt long and terrible ; 

So when we think Fate hovers o'er our Heads, 

Our Apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all Bounds, 
Owls, Ravens, Crickets ſeem the Watch of Death, 
Nature's worſt Vermin ſcarce her godlike Sons, 
Echoes, the very Leavings of a Voice, 

Grow babling Ghoſts, and call us to our Graves : 
Each Mole-hill Thought ſwells to a huge Olympus, 
While we fantaſtick Dreamers heave and puff, 
And ſweat with an Imagination's Weight ; 

As if, like Atlas, with theſe mortal Shoulders 
We could ſuſtain the Burden of the World. 

| N - [Creon comes forward. | 

Cre. O Sacred Sir, my Royal Lord A 

Oed. What now? ( 
Thou ſeem'ſt affrighted at ſome dreadful Action, f 
Thy Breath comes ſhort, thy darted Eyes are fix'd 
On me for Aid, as if thou wert purſu d: ( 
I ſent thee to the Thebans, ſpeak thy Wonder; 

Fear not, this Palace is a Sanctuary, 
The King himſelf's thy Guard, 

Cre. For me, alas! ours! 
My Life's not worth a Thought, when weigh'd with 
But fly, my Lord, fly as your Life is ſacred, 

Your Fate is precious to your faithful Creon, 
Who therefore, on his Knees, thus proſtrate begs 
You would remove from Thebes that vows your Ruin. 
When I but offer'd at your Innocence, | 
They gather'd Stones, and menac'd me with Death, 
And drove me thro” the Streets with Imprecations 
Againſt your ſacred Perſon, and thoſe Traitors 
Who juſtify'd your Guile; which curs'd Tireſias 

Told, as from Heav'n, was Cauſe of their Peſtruction. 
Oed. Riſe, worthy Creon, haſte and take our Guard, 


Rank em in equal part upon the Square, 
HEE | Then 


Then open every Gate of this our Palace, N 
Ind let the Torrent in. Hark, it comes, [Shout. 
| hear 'em roar: Be gone, and break down all 
The Dams that would oppoſe their furious Paſſage. 

| [ Ex, Creon with Guards, 


Enter Adraſtus, his Sword drawn. 


Adr. Your City 
Is all in Arms, all bent to your Deſtruction. 
| heard but now, where I was cloſe confin'd, 

A thundering Shout, which made my Jaylors vaniſh, 
Cry, Fire the Palace! where's the cruel King ? 

Yet, by th' Infernal Gods, thoſe awful Pow'rs 

That have accus'd you, which theſe Ears have heard, 
And theſe Eyes ſeen, I muſt believe you guiltleſs ; 

For, ſince 1 knew the Royal Oedipus, ; 

I have obſery'd in all his Acts ſuch Truth 

And God-like Clearneſs, that to the laſt Guſh 

Of Blood and Spirits, I'll defend his Life, 

And here have {worn to periſh by his Side, 

Oed. Be witneſs, Gods, how near this touches me! 
O what Recompence can Glory make? | Embracing him. 
Adr. Defend your Innocence, ſpeak like your ſelf, 
And awe the Rebels with your dauntleſs Virtue. 

But hark! the Storm comes nearer. 
Oed. Let it come, 
The Force of Majeſty is never known 
But in a general Wreck: then, then is ſeen 
The difference twixt a Threſhold and a Throne. 


Enter Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander, Tireſias, Thebans. 


Alc. Where, where's this cruel King? Thebans, behold 
There ſtands your Plague, the Ruin, Deſolation 
Of this unhappy — ſpeak; ſhall 1 kill him? 
Or ſhall he be. caſt out to Baniſhment ? 

All Theb. To Baniſhment, away with him. 

Oed. Hence, you Barbarians, to your laviſh Diſtance, 
Fix to the Earth your ſordid Looks; for he 

P 2 Who 
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Who ſtirs, dare more than Mad-men, Fiends, or Furies 
Who dares to face me, by the Gods, as well 

May brave the Majeſty of thundering Jove. 

Did I for this relieve you when beſieg d 

By this fierce Prinee, when coop'd within your Walls 
And to the very Brink of Fate reduc'd; 

When lean-jaw'd Famine made more Havock of you, 
Than does the Plague ? But I rejoice 1 know you, 
Know the baſe Stuff that temper'd your vile Souls: 


The Gods be prais'd, I needed not your Empire, 7 
Born to a greater, nobler of my own; _ 
Nor ſhall the Scepter of the Earth now win me 1 


To rule ſuch Brutes, ſo barbarous a People. a 
Adr. Methinks, my Lord, I ſee a fad Repentance, 
A general Conſternation ſpread among em. 
Oed. My Reign is at an end; yet ere I finiſn 
I' do a Juſtice that becomes a Monarch, 
A Monarch who i'th midſt of Swords and Jaelins, 
Dares act as on his Throne encompaſs'd round 
With Nations for his Guard. Alcander, you 
Are nobly born, therefore ſhall loſe your Head. 
| * [8izes him, 
Here, Hemon, take him; but for this, and this 
Let Cords diſpatch em. Hence, away em. 
Jr. O ſacred Prince, pardon diſtracted Thebes, 
Pardon her, if ſhe acts by Heav'ns award; 
If that th' Infernal Spirits have declard 
The depth of Fate, and if our -Oracles' | 
May ſpeak, O do not too ſeverely deal; \ 
But let thy wretched Thebes at leaſf complain: 
If thou art guilty, Heav'n will make it known; 
If innocent, then let Tireſias die. | 
Oed, I take thee at thy word. Run, haſte, and (ave 
I ſwear the Prophet or the King ſhall die. e 
Be witnefe all you Thebans of my — a 
And Phorbas be the Gerets 
Tir. 1 ſubmit. en. 
Des. Water mean Wo Trumpers? | £ 
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Enter Hzmon with Alcander. 


Hem, From your native Country, 
Great Sir, the fam'd Zgeor is arriv'd; 
That renown'd-Fayourite of the King your Father, 
He comes as an Embaſſador from Corinth, 
And ſues for Audience, . | 
Oed. Haſte, Hemon, fly, and tell him that I burn 
T' embrace him, . 
Hem, The Queen, my Lord, at preſent holds him 
ln private Conference; but behold her here. | 


Enter Jocaſta, Eurydice, tc. 


Joc. Hail, happy Oedipus, happieſt of Kings; 
Henceforth be bel bleſt as hs cas es 
Sleep without Fears the blackeſt Nights away; 

Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou ſhalt ſleep * 
Secure, thy Slumibers ſhall be ſoft and gentle, 
As Infants Dreams, lt 

Oed. What does the Soul of all my Joys intend ? 
And whither would this Rapture? "YR 

Joc. Oh, I could rave, | 
Pull down thoſe lying Fanes, and burn that Vault, 
From when ee reſounded thofe falſe Oracles, 

That robb'd my Love of Reſt . If we muſt pray, 
Rear in the Streets bright Altars to the Gods, 

Let Virgins Hands adorn the Sacrifice e 
And not a grey. beard forging Prieſt come near, 
To pry. into the Bowels of the Victim. 
And with his Dotage mad the gaping World. 
But ſee, the Oracle that I will Ng” {$1 
True as the Gods, and affable as M n. 


"* 


2 WS 
7: Enter Rgeon, kneels.  , 


Oud. ob to my m: welcome, my dear Zgeon ; 
Ten Wund * , Oh, my call ithes 
Welcome as Mercy to a Man condemn'd! 


F 3 Welcome 
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Welcome to me, 0 
As to a ſinking Mariner 1 + 
The lucky Plank that bears him to the Shore f V 
But ſpeak, O tell me what ſo mighty Joy 10 
Is this thou bring'ſt, which ſo tranſports Jocaſta ? Ct 
Joc. Peace, peace, Ægeon, let Jocaſta tell him! | BC 
O that I could for ever charm, as now, _ Is 
My deareſt Oedipus ! Thy Royal Father 5 A 
Polybus King of Corinth is no more. A 
Oed. Ha ! can it be? Zgeon, anſwer me, ) 


And ſpeak in ſhort, what my Jocaſta's Tranſport p 
May over-do. A 
ge. Since in few words, my Royal Lord, you ak c 
To know the Truth; King Polybus is dead. | 
Oed. O all you Pow'rs, is't poſſible? What, dead! ] 
But that the Tempeſt of my Joy may riſe 
By juſt degrees, and hit at laſt the Stars ; 
Say, how, how dy'd he? Ha! by Sword, by Fire, 
Or Water? by Aſſaſſinates, or Poiſon ? ſpeak : | i 
Or did he languiſh under ſome Diſeaſe ? | 
ge. Of no Diſtemper, of no Blaſt he dy'd, 
But fell like Autumn- Fruit that mellow'd long; 
Ev'n wonder'd at, becauſe he dropt no ſooner. 
Fate ſeem'd to wind him up for fourſcorce Years, 
Yet freſhly ran. he on ten Winters more; 
Till, like a Clock worn out with eating Time, 
The Wheels of weary Life at laſt ſtood Kill. ; 
Oed. Oh, let me preſs thee in my youthful Arms, 
And ſmother thy old Age in my Embraces. 
Ves Thebans, yes Jocaſta, yes Adraſtus, 
Old Polybus, the King my Father's dead. 
Fires ſhall be kindled in the midſt of Thebes; - 
I'th'midſt of Tumults, Wars, and Peſtilence, 
I. will rejoice for Polybus his Death. | 
EK now, be it known to the limits of the World; 
Yet farther let it paſs yon dazling Roof, 
The Manſion of the N _ ſtrike 'em deaf 
With everlaſting Peals of thundring Joy. 
Tir. Fate! Nature! Fortune! Aan this World }- 


— 


oed. Now, Dotard; now, thou blind wizard 

Prophet, | | - 1 94 

Where are your boding Ghoſts, your Altars now, 

Your Birds of Knowledge, that in dusky Air 

Chatter Futurity ? ,and where are now | 

Your Oracles, that call'd me Parricide ? 

Is he not dead ? deep laid in's Monument ? 7 

And was not 1 in Thebes when Fate attack'd him? 

Avant, be gone, you, Vizors of the Gods ! 

Were I as other Sons, now I ſhould weep ;. 

But as I am, I've reaſon to rejoice 

And will, tho his cold Shade ſhould riſe and blaſt me. 

Oh, for his Death, let Waters break their Bounds, 

Rocks, Vallies, Hills, with ſplitting Jo's ring; 

Io, Jocaſta, Jo Paan (ing. 


Tir, Who would not now conclude an happy End.?“ 
But all Fate's Turns are ſwift and unexpected. 

ge. Your Royal Mother Merops, as if 
She had no Soul ſince you forſook the Land. 
Waves all the neighbouring Princes that adore her. 

Oed, NGA the Princes! poor Heart! for what, 

O ſpea | . it 
ge. She, tho in full-blown flow'r of glorious Beauty, 
Grows cold, ev'n in the Summer of her Age; 
And for your ſake has ſworn to die unmarry'd. | 
Oed. How ! for my ſake, die and not marry ! Oh, 
my Fit returns. 42 | | 
ge. This Diamond, with a thouſand Kifles bleſt, 
With a thouſand Sighs and Wiſhes for your Safety, | 
She charg'd me giye you, with the general Homage 
Of our Corinthian Lords. 

Oed. There's Magick in it, take it from my ſight; 
There's not a Beam it darts, but carries Hell, 
Hot flaſhing Luft, and necromantick Inceſt: 
Take it from my ſick Eyes, O hide it from me. 
No. my Jocaſta, tho. Thebes caſt me out, 

While Merope's alive, I'll ne'er return! 
Oh, rarher let me walk round the wide World. 

A Beg ar, than accept a Diadem 
On ſach abhor d Conditions. 
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For, You make, my Lord, your own Unhappineſ, 
By theſe extravagant and needleſs Fears. 

Oed. Needleſs! O, all you Gods! by Heay'n I'd 13. 
Embrue my Arms up to my very Shoulders (ther 
In the dear Entrails of the beſt of Fathers, | 
Than offer at the execrable Act | 
Of damned Inceſt; therefore no more of her, 

ge. And why, O ſacred Sir, if Subjects may 
Preſume to look into their Monarch's Breaſt, 

Why ſhould the chaſte and ſpotleſs Merope 
Infuſe ſuch Thoughts as I muſt bluſh to name: 

- Oed. Becauſe the God of Delphos did forewarn me 
With thundering Oracles, 

Age. May I intreat to Know em? 

Oed. Les, my geon; but the ſad Remembrance 
Quite blaſts my Soul : See then the ſwelling Prieſt! 


Methinks I have his Image now in view; Bt 

He mounts the Tripos in,a Minute's Space, Y 

His clouded Head knocks at the Temple-Roof, 

W hile from, his Mpurh theſe diſmal Words are heard: 1 

Fly, Wretch, whom Fate has doom'd thy Father's ö 
Blood to ſpill, 8 * | 


*«« And with prepoſtrous Births thy Mother's Womb to fill, | 
ge. Is this the Cauſe | | | 
Why you refufe the Diadem of Corinth ? | 
Oed. The Cauſe ! why is it not a monſtrous one ? 
ge. Great Sir, you may return; and tho you ſhould 
Enjoy the Queen (which all the Gods forbid) - 
The Act would prove no Inceſt. — 
Oed. How, eon? 3 
Tho I enjoy'd my Mother, not inceſtuous! 

Thou rav'ſt, and fo. do I, and theſe all catch'd | 
My Madneſs ; look, they're dead with deep Diſtraction: 
Not Inceſt ! what, not Inceſt with my Mother. 

ge. My Lord, Queen, Merope is not your Mother. 
Oed. Ha! did I hear thee right? not Merope 
My Mother?! 2 
ge. Nor was Polybus your Father. . | 
Oed. Then all my Days and Nights mult hb Abt jr 
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ja curious ſearch; to find out thoſe dark Parents : 

Who gave me to the World; ſpeak then, Zygeon, 

y all the Gods Celeſtial” and Infernal, | 

y all the Ties of Nature, Blood and Friendſhip, 

Conceal not from this rack'd deſpairing King 

4 Point or ſmalleſt Graia of what thou know'ſt : 

Speak then, O anſwer to my Doubts directly. 

It Royal Polybus was not my Father, Hh 

Why was 1 call'd his Son? 
Ege. He, from my Arms, FRF e 

\Receiy'd you as the faireſt Gift of Nature? 

Not but you were adorn'd with all the Riches 

That Empire could beſtow in coftly Mantles 

Upon its Infant Heirs Nen een 5 
Oed. But was I made the Heir of Corimth's Crown, 

Becauſe Ægeon's Hand preſented me? 8 
Ege. By my Advice, . 

Being paſt all hope of Children, fg Fer FL 12 

He took, embrac'd, and 'own'd you for his Son. 
Oed. Perhaps I then am yours; inſtruct me, Sir - 11. 

If it be ſo, L' kneel and weep before yow 
Wich all tho Obedience of a pennent Child. 
Implerzzg Ni e 0 
Kill me it you pleaſe, * 1 FONG 

| will not wreath my Body at the Wound: 

But ſink upon your Feet with a laſt Sig, 

And ask Forgiveneſs with my dying Hands. 0 
Age. O riſe, and call not to this aged Chee 20 17 4 

The little Blood which ſhould keep Warm my Heart; 

You are not mine, nor ought I to be r 

With ſuch a godlike Offspring. Sir, 1 found you 

Upon the Mount Cithæeron 
Oed. O ſpeak, go on; the Air grows ſenſible 

Of the great things you utter, and is calm: 

The hurry'd' Orbs, with Storms ſo rack'd of late. 

| Seem to fand'ti}, as if that Jove were talking. 

Citheron ! ſpeak, the Valley of Cirheron ? © 
Age. Oft-times before I thither did reſort, 

Charm'd with the Converſation of a Man 

Who led a rural Life, and had command 


O'er 
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O'er all the Shepherds, who about thoſe Vales 
Tended their numerous Flocks; in this Man's Arms 
1 faw you ſmiling at a fatal Dagger, | 
Whoſe Point he often offer'd at your Throat ; 
But then you ſmil'd, and then he drew it back; 
Then lifted it again, you ſmil'd again : 
Till he at laſt in Fury threw it from bim, 
And cry'd aloud, The Gods forbid thy Death: 
Then I ruſh'd in, and after ſome Diſcourſe, 
To me he did bequeath your innocent Life ; 
And I, the welcome Care to Polybus. T 
Oed. To whom belongs the Maſter of the Shepherds} 
Age. His Name I knew not, or I have forgot; 
That he was of the Family of Lajus, 
I well remember. | 
Oed. And is your Friend alive ? for if he be, 
I'll buy his Preſence, tho it coſt my Crown. 
ge. Your menial Attendants beſt can tell 
Whether he lives, or not; and who has now 
His Place. PF | Lein 
Joc. Winds bear me to ſome barren Iſland, 
Where Print of human Feet was never ſeen, 
O'er-grown with Weeds of ſuch a monſtrous . — l 
Their baleful Tops are waſh'd with bellowing Clouds, | 
Beneath whoſe venomous Shade I may have vent 
For Horror, that would blaſt the barbarous World. 
Oed. If there be any here that knows the Perſon . 
| Whom he deſcrib'd, I charge him on his Life 
To ſpeak; Concealment ſhall be ſudden Death : 
But he who brings him forth, ſhall have reward 
Beyond Ambition's Luſt, | 
Tir. His Name is Phorbas : | 
Jocaſta knows him well; but if I may 
Adviſe, reſt where you are, and ſeek no farther. 
Oed. Then all goes well, ſince Phorbas is ſecur'd 
By my Jocaſia. Haſte and bring him forth: —_ 
My Love, my Queen, give Orders. Ha! what mean 
Theſe Tears,and Groans, and Strugglings ? ſpeak my Fair, 
What are thy Troubles? | oor 
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Jo, Yours z and yours are mine: | 
Let me conjure you take the Prophet's Counſel, 

And let this Phorbas go, 

Oed. Not for the World. 

By all the Gods, 1'll know my Birth, the Death 
Attends the Search : 1 have already paſt 

The middle of the Stream; and to return 

Seems greater Labour than to venture o'er, 
Therefore produce him, 

Joc. Once more, by the Gods, 
beg, my Oedipus, my Lord, my Life, 

My Love, my all, my only utmoſt Hope, 
ibeg you baniſh Phorbas : O, the Gods ! 

| kneel that you may grant this firſt Requeſt, 

Deny me all things elſe; but for my ſake, 

And as you prize your own eternal Quiet, 

Never let Phorbas come into your Preſence. 

Oed. You muſt be rais'd, and Phorbas ſhall appear, 
Tho his dead Eyes were Baſilisks: Guards, haſte, 
Search the Queen's Lodgings ; find and force him hither, 

..  [Exeunt Guards. 


Joc, O, Oedipus, yet ſend, 
And ſtop their Entrance, ere it he too late: 
Unleſs you wiſh to ſee Jocaſta rent 
With Furies, ſlain out · right with mere Diſtraction, 
Keep from your Eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbas. 
Forbear this Search, I'll think you more than mortal: 
Will you yet hear me? 

Oed. Tempeſts will be heard, 
And Waves will daſh, tho Rocks their Baſis keep 
But ſee, they enter. If thou truly lov'ſt me, 
Either forbear this SubjeR, or retire. 


Enter Hzmon, Guards, with Phorbas. 


Joc. Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear 
AStory, that ſhall turn thee into Stone: 
Could there be hewn a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 

A Flaw made thro* the Centre by ſome God, 
Thro' which the Groans of Ghoſts might ſtrike thy -_ 
ey 
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8 They would not wound: thee, as this Story will. - 
Hark ! hark ! a hollow Voice calls out aloud, * 

Focaſta : Yes, I'll to the Royal Bed, EI Wit 

Where firſt the Myſteries of our Loves were acted, p 

And double. dye it with Imperial Crimſon ; Did 

Tear off this curling Hair, * , 

Be gorg'd with Fire, ſtab every vital Part, Wl 

And when at laſt I'm ſlain, to crown the Horror ( 


My poor tormented Ghoſt ſhall cleave the Ground, rot 
To try, if Hell cat yet more deeply wound. Ex, 10 
Oed. She's gone: and as ſne went, methought her Eye I An 


Grew larger, while a thouſand frantick Spirits Die 
Seething, like riſiug Bubbles, on the brim, Ne 
Peep'd ſrom the watry brinks, and-glow'd upon me. | 
I'll ſeek no more; but huſh my Genius up 
That throws me on my Fate. Impoſlible ! Sp 
O wretched Man ! whoſe too too buſy 49 
Ride ſwifter-than the galloping Heav'ns around, 

With an eternal Hurry of the Soul: : | T 
Nay, there's a time, when ev'n the rolling Year 0 
Seems to ſtand ſtill, dead Calms are in the Ocean, D 
When not a Breath diſturbs the drowſy Waves : 

But Man, the very Monſter of the World, U 


Is ne'er at reſt, the Soul for ever wakes. 
Come then, ſince Deſtiny thus drives us on, 
Let's know the bottom. lemon, you I' ſent : 
Where is that Phorbas? 
Hem, Here, my Royal Lord. | 
Oed. Speak firſt, Ægeon, (ay, is this the Man? 
ge. My Lord it is: tho Time has plough'd that Face 
With many Furrows ſince I ſaw it firſt, 
Yet I'm too well acquainted with the Ground, quite to for- 
Oed. Peace; ſtand back awhile. (get it. 
Come hither Friend; 1 hear thy Name is Phorbas, 
Why doſt thou turn thy Face? I charge thee anſwer 
To what J ſhall enquire : Were thou not once 
The Servant of King Lajus here in Thebes ? 
Phor, 1-was, great Sir, his true and faithful Servant; 
Born and bred up in Court, no foreign Slave. (ment! 
Oed. What Office hadſt thou? What was 1 
| : | Phor, 


— 
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phor. He made me Lord of all his rural Pleaſures 
For much he loy'd 'em; oft I entertain'd him +26 
With ſporting Swains, o'er whom 1 had command. 
Oed. Where was thy Reſidence ? to what Part o' th' 
Didſt thou moſt frequently reſort ? (Country 
Phor. To Mount Citheron, and the pleaſant Vallies 
Which all about lie ſhadowing its large Feet. 
Oed. Come forth Ægeon. Ha! why ſtarts thou Phorbas? 
Forward, 1 ſay, and Face to Face confront him, 
Look wiſtly- on him, thro' him if thou canſt; 
And tell me on thy Life, ſay, doſt thou know him ? 
Didſt thou e'er ſee him? converſe with him, 
Near Mount Citheron ? - EMS. 
Phor. Who, my Lord, this Man? | | 
Oed. This Man, this old, this venerable Man: 
Speak, didſt thou ever meet him there: | 
Phor, Where, Sacred Sir ? | | 
Oed. Near Mount Citheron ; anſwer to the Purpoſe. 
'Tisa King ſpeaks ; and Royal Minutes are 
Of much more worth than thoufand vulgar Years : 
Didſt thou e'er ſee. this Man near Citheron ? 
Phor. Moſt ſure, my Lord, I have ſeen Lines like thoſe 
His Viſage bears ; but know not where, nor when. 
Age. 1s't poſſible you ſhould forget your antient Friend? 
There are perhaps | | 
Particulars which may excite your dead Remembrance, 
Have you forgot I took an Infant from you, 
Doom'd to be murder'd in that gloomy Vale ? - 
The Swadling-Bands were Purple, wrought with Gold 
Have you forgot too how you wept, and begg'd 
That 1 ſhould breed him up, and ask no more? 
Phor, Whate'er I begg'd ; thou, like a Dotard, ſpeak'ſt 
More than is requiſite : And what of this? * 
wy is it mention'd now? and why, O why, 
Doſt thou betray the Secrets of thy Friend? 
Age. Be not too raſh. That Infant grew at laſt 
A King; and here the happy Monarch ſtands. (utter'd ! 
Phor. Ha! Whither would'ſt thou! O what haſt thou 
for what thou haſt ſaid, Death ſtrike thee dumb for ever. 
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Oed. Forbear, to curſe the Innocent; and be 
Accurlt thy ſelf, chou ſhifting Traitor, Villain, 
Damn'd. Hypocrite, equivocating Slave. 

Phor. O Heay'ns! wherein, my Lord, have I offendeq) 

Oed. Why ſpeak you not according to my Charge 
Bring forth the Rack, ſince. Mildneſs cannot win you, 
Torments ſhall force, 

- Phor. Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir } 
You will not rack an innocent old Man. 

Oed. Speak then, 

Phor. Alas! what would you have me fay ? 

Oed. Did this old Man take from your Arms an Infant! 
Phor. He did; and, oh ! I wiſh to all the Gods, 
Phorbas had periſh'd in that very Moment. (ing, 

Oed. Moment! thou ſhalt be Hours, Days, Years xy 

Here, bind his Hands; he dallies with, my Fury 2. 

But I ſhall find a way 
Pher. My. Lord, I ſaid 1 gave the Infant to him. 
Oed, Was he-thy own, or given. thee by another ? 
Phor. He was not mine, but given me by another. 
Oed. Whence and from whom! what City? of what 
her. O Royal Sir, I bow me to the Ground, (Houſe! 

Would could fink beneath it.; by the Gods, . 


I do, conjure; you to enquire no more. 


Oed. Furies and Hell! Hemon, — forth the Rack, 
Fetch hither Cords, and Knives, and ſulphur ous Flames, 


He ſhall be bound, menden Mee food off, 


And burnt aliye. | 
. Pher, O ſpare my Age. 8 
Oed. Riſe. then, and, l. Tv? 
Phor. : Dread Sir, I will. . 
Od. Who gave that Infant to — 
Phor. One = King Lajus Family. 


Oed. O, you immortal Gods ! but ſay, who; wast? 
Which of the Family of; Lajus gave it? | 
A Servant, ox one of the Royal Blood: ? ' 
Phon. O wretched State! I die, unleſs I ſpeak ; 
And, if Liſpeak, moſt certain Death attends me! 
Oed. Thou ſhalt not die. Speak then, who was it, ſpeak, 
While * Senſe to underſtand the Horror; 


For 
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For I grow cold. N an 
Phor, The Queen Jocaſta told me 
It was her Son by Lajus. 
Oed. 0 you Gods bur did he give. i dere 
Phor. My Lord, ſhe did. 9 7 cee 
oed. Wherefore i for what N- break not yet my 
Tho my Eyes butſt, no matter: Wilt chou tell me, 
Or muſt I ask forever ? for what end 2 | 
Why gave ſhe thee her Child? 
Phor, To murder it. 4 
Oed. O more than ſavage”! - murder her wn Bowels! 
Without a Cauſee 
' Phor. There a dreadful, TORE kd 69h 01 
Which had foretold that moſt unhappy Son 
Should kill his Father, and r his Mother. 
Oed. But one thing more: Shuts 
Jocaſta told me thou wert by the Chariot 
When the old King was ſlain 2 ſpeak, 1 conjure ther, 
For 1 ſhall 2% thee ought again, 
What was the Number of the Aſſaſſinates? 4 #7 
Phor, The dreadful Deed was acted but by one: 
And ſure that one had much of your Reſemblance. 
Oed. Tis well! I thank you Gods! tis wondrous well! : 
Daggers and Poifon ; O there is no need | 
For my Diſpatch ; and you, you mercileſs Pow'rs, 
Hoard up your Thunder-Stones ; z keep, Wis Nn 5 
For Crimes of little Note. CFalll. 
Adr. Help, Hemon, help, and bow him ntly forward; 
Chafe, chafe "his Temples : how the mig "og 
Half ſtrangled with the Damp his Sorrows rais d, 
Struggle for vent! but ſee, he breathes again, 
And vigorous Nature breaks thro” all 0 ET? 
How faras my Royal Friend ? _. 
Oed. The worſe for you. ; 1 Vo: 10 
O barbarous Men! and oh the hated Ligke! 
Why did you force rhe back to curſe the Day ;. 
To curſe my Friends; to blaſt with this dark Breath 
The. yet untainted Earth and circling Air; 
To raiſe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down 2 
Why did you rept the Gods, and dare to touch me? 
G2: *© Methinks: 
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Methinks there's not a Hand that graſps this Hell, 
But ſhould run up like Flax all blazing Fire, 
Stand from this Spot, I wiſh you as my Friends, 
And come not near me, left the gaping Earth 
Swallow you too Lo, I am gone already, 
[Draws and claps his Sword to his Breaſt, whit, 
- Adraſtus firikes away with his Foot, 
Adr. You ſhall no more be truſted with your Life, 
Creon, Alcander, Hemon, help to hold him. 
Oed. Cruel Adraſius / Wilt thou, Hemon, too? 
Are theſe the Obligations of my Friends? 
O worle than worlt of my moſt barbarous Foes ! 
Dear, dear Adraſius, look with half an Eye 
On my unheard of Woes, and judge thy ſelf, 
If it be fit that ſuch a Wxetch ſhould live! 
O, by theſe melting Eyes, unus'd to weep, 
With all the low Submiſſions of a Slave, 
I do conjure thee give my Horrors way 
Talk not of Life, for that will make me rave: 
As well thou may'ſt adviſe a tortur'd Wretch, 
All mangled o'er from Head to Foot with Wounds, 
And his Bones broke, to wait a better:Day. ' 
Adr. My Lord, you ask me things impoſſible , 
And I with Juſtice ſhould be thought your Foe, - 
To leave you in this Tempeſt of your Soul. 
Tho bani 2 Thebes, in Corinth you may reign ; 
Th* Infernal Pow'rs themſelves exact no more! 
Calm then your Rage, and once more ſeek the Gods, 
Oed. I'll have no more to do with Gods, nor Men: 
Hence from my Arms, avant. Enjoy thy Mother! 
What, violate with beſtial Appetite 
The ſacred Veils that wrapt thee yet unborn 
This is not to be borne : hence! off, I fay.! 
For they who lett my Vengeance, make themſelves 
Accomplices in my moſt horrid Guilt. . 
Aar. Let it beſo, we'll fence Heav'ns Fury from you 
And ſuffer all together: This perhaps, 1 
When Ruin comes, may help to break your Fall. 
Oed. O that, as oft I have at Athens ſeen 
The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend ; 
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So now in * Deed I * e N 31's Ur yi 
The pond rous Earth, and all yon marble Roof 12 
Meet, like the Hands of Jove, and cruſh Mankind. 

For all the Elements, and all the PoW'rs 
Celeſtial, nay, Terreſtrial and Infernal. 
Conſpire the Rack of out · caſt Oedipus 2 > 1 L 0 
Fall Darkneſs then. and everlaſting Nighe- . - 1916 7 ut 
Shadow the Globe; may the 1 never dawn, p 9! W 
The ſilver Moon be blotted from her Oc odere 
And for an univerſal Rout of Nature 
Thro? all the inmoſt Chambers of the Sky, 4 

May there be not a ſe,. one ſtarry: Spark, 0 
But Gods meet Gods jaſtle in the Dark; 0 
That Jars may riſe, and Wrath divine be hu 8 
Which may to Atoms ſhake the ſolid World. [Exeune. 
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Enter Creon, Alcander, 27 riemen SED 
Cre, #5. y Fo orien nyc and all my 


(Which fan wee . as Royalty eber font 
Fortune and my auſpicious Stars have crown'd.. 

O Diadem, Hive — of Ambition, re! 
Where all its different Lines are reconei id. 


As if thou wert the Burni -Glaſs of Glory !? 


Pyr. Might I be Counſe . I would intreat you 
To cool a little, Sir: FE TR G41 
Find out Eurydice; | 0 | | 
And with the Reſolution of a Man | l 
Mark ' d out for Greatneſs, give the fatal Choles | | 
Of Death or Ma 

Alc. Survey curs' Oedipus, | | 
As one who, tho unfortunate, ' belov'd; / 
Thought innocent, and rt much lamented © 

3 4 


| OE DIY V's. 

By all the Thebans/;; you muſt mark him dead: 

Since nothing but his Death, not Baniſhment, ' 

Can give Aſſurance to your doubtful Reign, 
Cre, Well have you done to ſnatch me from wa San 

Of racking Tranſport, Where the little Streams 

Of Love, Revenge, and all che under ace, 

As Waters are by Tuckidg Whirlpools drawn, 

Were quite 'devout'd inthe vaſt Gulph of Empire 1 1 n 


Therefore Pyrabmim, as you boldly d, 
Eurydice ih mall die, A Bride. 433 


„ ſummon to their Maſter's Aid” 
= My menisl Servants, and all thoſe whom ene 
State, and Hepe of "the new Monarch'sPuwour 
OE ele | 
Hen Caſe Aleende 
| Enter 8 


e 2 
1 — Sbretel I is a __ — 


of. 0 t Races you 220 = e | 
U as to the de te Nin 1 
Cre. I know no more, but = was «Fondue 
Into his * I ſaw him flin 
His trembli y on the Royal Be 
- All left bins hers, at his deſire, — u r 
But ſure no Ill, unleſs he dy'd with Grief, 0 
Could. happen, n aw. 
Beem. I did: ay 3 ine) Door, 3 ood, 
And thro? a Chink I r Bot only 
But ſaw him, when be thaught no n e 
At firſt, deep Sighs heavd from bis -woful 


Murmurs and Groans, that ſhook the — Noob. 
Art thou ſtill alive, O Wretch ! he cry'd: 


Then groan'd again, as if his ſorrowful Saul 
Had crack'd the Strings of Life, and burſt away. 


Cre. I weep to hear; how then ſhould Linu 
Had I beheld this wondrous YE of I T 
But, to' the fatal period, 


Hem, Thrice he truck, - 
Wick all bia fave, — 6 


- 
And 
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And thus, with out-cries, to himſelf complain d? 
But thou canſt _ then, and thou think ſt tis well, 
Theſe Bubbles of the ſhalloweſt emptieſt Sorrow, 
Which Children vent for Toys, and Women rain 
For any Trifle their fond Hearts are ſet on 
Yet theſe thou think'ſt are ample Satisfaction 
for bloodieſt Murder, and for burning Luſt: 
No, Parricide, if thou muſt weep, weep. Blood; 
Weep Eyes, inſtead of Tears : O! by. the Gods, 
Tis greatly t t, he cry'd, and fits my Woes, 
Which he {mil'd revengefully, and leapt 
Upon the Floor; a at the Skies, 
His Eye- balls fiery red, and glowing Fence; 
Gods, I accuſe yan not; ho I — F 20 
Will view your Heav'n, till with more durable Glaſſes 
The mighty Soul's immortal Perſpectives, | 
| find your dazzling Beings: Take, be cry'd, 
Take, Eyes, your laſt, your fatal farewel View.. - 
When with a Groan that 15 1 os — mar ay Death, 


With horrid force lifting bis im Jm: 
Beam for — Orbs, / 


He ſnatch'd, he tore, 
The Balls of Sigbt, and aach d em * the Ground. 


Cre. A Maſter-piece of Horror! new and — 
Hem. I ran to ſuceour him; but, oh! too late; 

For he had pluckt the remnant Strings away. 

What then remains, but that I find Tireſat, 

Who, with his Wiſdom may "wy thoſe ie" 

That haune his 


Cre.. Heav'n will —— 0 
Thy Care, moſt honeſt, faithful, due Hamon. 


But lee, Alcauder eaters, well 3 
Enter Alcander. ; 


I ſee thou haſt been diligent. 1 
Alc. Nothing theſe (1; 
For Number to the Crowds chat. ſoon wil follow. 


Be reſolute, 


And call your umd Fury 40 revenge. | 


. 
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Cre. Ha! thou haſt given. ; 51 
Th' Alarm to Cruelty; and never may 
Theſe Eyes be clos'd, till they beho Id 44e. | 
Stretch'd at the Feet of falſe Eurydice. 


Enter Adraſtus and Eurydice anna; 


Adr. Alas!. Eurydice, what fond raſh Man, 
What inconſiderate and ambitious Fool, 
That ſhall hereafter read the Fate of Oedipus, 
Will dare, with his frail Hand, to grafp a Scepter ? 
1 Tis true, a Crown ems deadful, and 1 wiſh 

Lang and I, more lowly plac'd, might pee | 
ofter Hours in humble Cells away: 

No but 1 love you to that infinite he right, * 4 

Love) 


I could (O wondrous Proof of fierc 

Be greatly wretched in a Court with you. 1 
Adr. Take then this moſt lov'd — away; ( 

Fly from tumultuous Thebes, | ' 


Fn Blood, and · Murder, 
Fly from the Author of all Villanies, WE 
Rapes, Death, and Treaſon, from that 2 Creon; 
Vouchſafe that I, o'erjoy'd, may bear you 
And at your Feet preſent the Crown of Argos. 
| Creon and Attendants come up to him, 

Cre. I have o'er-heard thy black Deſign, na 
And therefore, as a Traitor * this State, 
Death ought to be thy Lot: Let it ſuffice = 
That Thebes ſurveys thee as a Prince; abuſe not 

Her proffer d Mercy; but retire betime 
Leſt ſhe repent, and haſten on thy Doom. 

Aar. Think not, moſt abject, 
Moſt abhor'd of Men, 
Adraſius will vouchſafe to anſwer 92 Wt: 
Thebans, to you I juſtify my Love: | 
I haye addreſs'd my Prayers to this fair Princeſs. — 
But, if I ever meant a Violence, ' © 
Or thought to raviſh, as that Traitor did. 


What humbleſt 2 could not Win, 


— a wo, 
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rand me, you Gods, blot me with foul Diſhofiour, 
and let Men curſe me by the Name of Cron. 

Eur. Hear me, O Thebans, if you dread the Wrath 
of her whom Fate ordain'd to be your Queen; 

Hear me, and dare not, as you prize your Liyes, 
To take the part of that rebellious Traitor. 
By the Decree of Royal Oedipus, 

By Queen Jocaſia's Order, but what's more, 

My own dear Vows of everlaſting Love, 

| Bc: reſign to Prince Adraſtus Arms 

All that the World can make me Miſtreſs of, 

Cre. O perjur'd Woman! 

Draw all; and when I give the Word, fall on, 
Traitor, reſign the Princeſs, or this moment | 
Expect, with all thoſe moſt unfortunate Wretches, 
Upon this ſpot ſtrait to be hewn in pieces, 

Adr. No, Villain, no; with twice thoſe odds of Men, 
doubt not in this Cauſe to vanquiſh thee, 2 
Captain, remember to your Care I girzre 
1 ten thouſand thouſand times more dear 
5 14 


- 


| n Life, or Liberty. 137 — = ts 314 . 
Cre. Fall on, Alcander. T 12 | LEES go \H ö 
Pyracmon, you and I muſt wheel abuue 
For nobler Game, the Princeſs. | © - + nA 
Adr. Ah! Traitor, doſt thou ſhun me? 
Follow, follow. 0 d nh ef 
My brave Companions ; ſee, the Cowards fl. 
[Exit fighting : Creon's Party beaten off by Adraſtus. 


. , : 


Enter Oedipus. 
ed. O, tis too little this! thy loſs of Sight, 

What has it done ? I ſhall be gaz'd at now - 
The more; be pointed at, There goes the Monſter ! 
Nor have. I hid my Horrors from my ſelf: ' 
For tho corporeal Light be loſt for ever, 
The bright reflecting Soul, thro' glaring Opticks 
Preſents in larger Size her black Ideas 
Doubling the bloody Proſpect of my Crimes, 
Holds Fancy down, and makes her act again, 


* 


With 


8 QED: DU. 

With Wife, and Mother, Tortures, Hell, and Furies. 
Ha! now the baleful Off. ſpri ng's brought to light | 
In horrid Form they rank — before me; 
What ſhall I call this Medley of Creation! 
Here one, with all th' Obedience of a Son, 
Borrowing Jocaſta's Look, kneels at my Feet, 
And a me Father ; ere v a ſturdy 

Reſembling Lajus juſt as when I kill'd him, 
Bears up, and with his cold Hand graſping mine, 
Cries out, how fares my Brother Oedipus ? 

What, Sons and Brothers! Siſters and Daughters too 
Fly all, be gone, fly from my whirling Brain; 
Hence Inoeſt, Murder; hence you ghaſtly Figures! 

O Gods! Gods, anſwer; is there bog n e 
9 or die. e r | 


10 £030 Std. | Enter Jocaſta 
32 Where, where is cis moſt yretched of bann: a 
This ſtately of Im 


Whoſe Story told, whoſe ver y Name Name Gur mennion', 
Would cool the Rage of Feyers, and unlock 

The Hand of Luſt from the pale Virgin's Air, 
And throw the Raviſher before her Feet ? 

Oed. By all my Fears, I think't Jocaſia's Voice 
Hence; fly, be gone : O thou far worſe than worſt 
Of damning Charmers! O abhor'd, loath'd + +: 
Hy, by:the Gods, or by the Fiends, I charge thee 
Far as the Eaft, Weſt, North or South of Heay* n ; 
But think not thou ſhalt ever enter there : 

The Golden Gates are barr'd with Adamant 
'Gainſt thee, and me; and the Celeſtial Guards, 
Still as we riſe, will daſh our Spirits down. 

Joe.” O-wretched Pair! O greatly wretched we! 
Two Worlds of Woe! _. 

Oed, Art thou not ne then ? Ha! $4 
How dar thou ſta the Fury of the Gods? 

Or com'ſt thou in the Grave to reap new Pleafures ? 

Joc, Talk on, till thou mak*f mad my rolling Brain, 
Groan ſtil more Death: and may thoſe diſmal _— 


{ill bubble on, and pour forth Blood and Tears. 
lethinks at ſuch a Meeting, Heay'n ſtands ſtil!; 
he Sea nor ebbs nor flows : this Mole-hill Earth 
Is heay'd no more; the buſy Emmets ceaſe. 
Yet hear me on „ i 


Oed. Speak then, and dlaſt my Soul. D e bt | 


Joc. O my lov'd Lord, tho 1 reſolve a Ruin 
To match my Crimes; by all my Miſeries, 
Tis Horror worſe than thouſand thouſand Deaths, 
To ſend me hence without a kind Farewel, ; 


Speak ſomething ere thou goeſt for eyer from me-. 


Pardon me then, O greateſt, tho moſt wretched - 
Of all thy Kind; my Soul is on the brink, | 
And ſees the boiling Furnace juſt beneath: 

Do not thou puſh me off, and 1 will go, 

Wich ſuch a Willingneſs, as if that Heav'n 

With all its Glories glow'd for: my Reception. 


| feel a melting here, a Tenderneſe 
Too mighty for the Anger of the Gods. it! 
Direct me to thy Knees ; yet, Oh, farbear! ?: 
Leſt the dead Embers ſhould revive, 
Stand of. and at juſt diſtance  * 
Let me groan my Horrors here 
On the Earth, here below: my utmoſt Gale: 
Here ſob my Sorrows, till 1 burſt with ſighing; 
Here gaſp and languiſn out my wounded Soul. 
Joc. In ſpite of all thoſe Crimes, the cruel Gods 
Can charge me with, I know my Innocence 
Know your's:: 'tis Fate alone that makes us wretched, 
For you are ſtill my Husband. | 
Oed. Swear I am, 2 | 
And 1'll believe thee, ſteal into thy Arms, 
Renew Endearments, think r 8 
But chaſte as Spirits Joys: gently I' come, 
Thus weeping blind, like Fm Night, upon thee, 
And fold thee ſoftly in my Arms to Slumbers. 


Oed. Gods! how ſhe ſhakes me :- ſtay thee, O Jocaſta, 
Joc, Tis Woman's Weakneſs that I would be viey'd; | 


0ed. Oh, in my Heart 1 feel che Pangs'of Nature? 
It works with Kindneſs oᷣer. ' Give; give me- way; x A 


—Y. 7 


The 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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The Ghoſt of Lajus aſcends by degrees, pointing at Jocaly, 


Joc. Be gone, my Lord! alas, what are we doing 
Fly from my Arms ! Whirlwinds, Seas, Continents, 
And Worlds, divide us! O thrice happy thou, 

Who haſt;no uſe of Eyes; for here's a Sight 
Would turn the melting Face of Mercy's far 
To a wild Fury. 

Oed, Ha ! what ſeeſt thou there ? 

Joe. The Spirit of my Husband ! O the Gods! 
How wan he looks ! 

Oed. Thou rav'ſt ; thy Husband's here. 

Joc. There, there he mounts, | 
In circling Fire, amongſt.the bluſhing Clouds ! 

And ſee, he waves Jocaſta from the World! 

Ghoſt, Jocaſta, Oedipus. [Vaniſhes with Thunder, 

Oed. What wouldſt thou have? $ 
Thou know'ſt I cannot come to thee, detain'd 

In Darkneſs here, and kept from means of Death, 
I've heard a Spirit's Force is wonderful ; £ 
At whoſe Approach when ſtarting from his Dungeon, 
The Earth does ſhake, and the old Ocean groans, 
Rocks are remoy'd, and Towers are thundred down; 
And Walls of Braſs, and Gates of Adamant, 

Are paſlable as Air, and fleet like Winds, 


Joc. Was that a Raven's Croak or my Son's Voice! 


No matter which; I'll to the Grave and hide me: 
Earth open, or I'Il tear thy Bowels up. 
Hark ! he goes on, and blabs the Deed of Inceſt. 
Oed. Strike then, Imperial Ghoſt, daſh all at once 
This Houſe of Clay into a thouſand Pieces; 
That my poor lingring Soul may take her flight 
To your immortal Dwellings. | 
Foc. Haſte thee then, | We RIES 
Or 1 ſhall be before thee: ſee, thou canſt not ſee; 
Then 1 will tell thee that my Wings are on; 
I'll mount, I'll fly, and with a Port divine 
Glide all along the gaudy milky Soil, 
To find my Lajus out; ask eyery God 


4 > +2 wn, v9 wad fd dy? 
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in his bright Palace, if he knows my Lajus, al 
yy murder'd Lajws ! | oe, 

Oed. Ha | how's this, Jocafla ® 8-5 
Nay, if thy Brain be ſick, then thou art happy. 

Joc. Ha! will! you not? ſhall 1 not find him out.) 
Will you not ſhow him ? are my Tears deſpis d. 2 Bi. ts 
Why, then I'll thunder: yes, 1 will be mad. 
And fright you with 2 yes, cruel Gods! 
Tho Vultures, ' Eagles, Dragons tear my Heart, | 

I'll ſaatch CaleRtfal Flames, fire all your Dyellings, 
Melt down. or Holt ti Roofs, and make your Doors 
of Cryſtal fly their Diamond Hinges; 

Drive you all 5 50% your ambroſial Hives, 

To ſwarm like Bees about the Field of Heav n. 

This will 1 do unleſs you new me Lajus, 

My dear, my murder d Lord. © ) Lajus / / din 1 Laine! 
Ex. Jocaſta. 


Oed. Excellent Grief! why, chis i is 5 it auld be! , 
No Mourning can be fultable to Cimes 7 
Like ours, but what Death alike? of Madneſs forms 
1 cou'Þ have wiſh'd-methoughe fe Ns n. ic © _ 
To mark the Gallantry of bY DiſtraRion : | in lande 
Her blazing Eyes en the wandring Stars, N 
Thave ſeen her mouth the Heav'ns — mate the Gods, 
While with her n — menac'd higb, 

And e Accent t d wit rtin o W. 
But whats all this to thee 2 eG 5e 
Art living, canſt not, wilt not. gad che Road. Fe” 
To the great Palace of magnificent Death; 
Tho thouſand Ways lead to his thouſand Doors, | 
Which Day and Nhe pe Hi: ſill unbarr'd for all. 
[Claſhing of Swords : Trumpets without, 
Hark! 'tis x 1001 of cahing chen Swen the Sound 
Comes near: Oh, that a Bauek would come o'er me! 
If I but graſp a Sword, or a: 5 Daggerr, 
I make « Rin wich the ir that fal 1 > vs 12 


k 
9 ® - Th £ 
' 


\ 
Enter Hzmon, with Guards. — 


Hem, Seize him, and bear him to * Weſtern Tow' r. 
Pardon me, ſacred Sir; I am 1 a 
That 


3 OE DIY 
That Creon has Deſigns upon your Life: 
Forgive me then, if, to preſerye you from him, 
I order your Confinement. 
Oed. Slaves unhand me. 
1 think thou haſt a Sword: '"twas the wrong ſide, 
Vet, cruel Hemon, think not I will live; 
He that could tear his Eyes out, ſure can find 
Some deſperate way to Rifle his curſt Breath: 
Or if I ſtarve! but that's a lingring Fate; 
Or if I leave my Brains upon the Wall! 
The airy Soul can eaſily o'er-ſhoot 
Thoſe Bounds with which thou ſtriv'ſt to pale "be in. 
Yes, I will periſh in deſpite of thee; 
And by the Rage that ſtirs me, if I meet thee. 
In th' other World 1'1] curſe thee for this Uſage. Er. 
Hem. Tireſias, after him, and with your Counſ- 
Adviſe him humbly ; charm, if ny e, | 
_ Fends within, while I wi 5 bg 
Or perifh in th' Attempt, the . — Creon, 
That Brand which ſets our City in a Flame. 
"Tir. Heav'n proſper your Intent, and give a Period 
To all your Plagues : what old Tirefas en, 
Shall ſtrait be done, Lead, Manto, to the Tow'r. 


[Ex. Tir. and Manto. 

Hem. Follow me all, and help to part this Fray, 
Wan er again. 

Or fall together in the bloody broil. L* 


Enter Creon with Eurydice, Pyracmon, and his Party 
Vin Ground to Adraſtus. 


Cre. Hold, hald your Arms, Adra ius Prince of Argos, 
Hear, and behold ; Eurydice is my Priſoner, 

Adr. What wouldft thou, ua 2 

Cre. See this brandiſh'd Da | 
Forego th' Advantage which thy "Amis have won, 
Or by the Blood which trembles thro' the Heart 
Of her whom more than Life I know thou loy'ſt, 
I' bury to the Haft, in her fair Breaſt, 
Tis Infroment of my Revenge. 
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7, Stay thee, .damn'd Wreteh, hol to 
Llloosy Hand. 4 Nn. 

Cre. Give order then, that on this inſtant now, 

This moment, all thy Soldiers ſtrait disband. | 

Adr. Away, my Friends, fince Fate has ſo allotted 
Be gone, and leave me to the Villain's Mercy. 

Eur. Ah, my Adraftus ! call em, call em back! 
Stand there z come back! Oh, cruel barbarous Men! 
an —_— then leave your Lord, » your Prince, your King, 

bravely having fouglit his Cauſe, 
1 — by the Hand of this baſe Villain? 
Why rather ruſh you not at once together 
All to his Ruin? drag him thro” the Streets, 
Hang his contagious Quarters on the Gates „ | 
et my Death affright you, 

Cre. Die firſt thy ſelf then. 

Ar. Oh, I charge thee, hold. IT 
Hence from my Preſence all; he's not 1 Friend | 
That diſobeys. See, art thou now appeas'd ? eee 
Lex. Auma: 
Or is there ought elſe yet elles to do | 
That ean atone thee ? Slake thy Thirſt of Blood 
Wich mine bur ſave, O'fave bart innocent Wreteh. 

cs. Forego thy Sword, and yield thy ſelf my Priſoner. 

Eur. Yet while there's any dawn of Hope to ſave 
Thy precious Life, my dear Adraſtus, | 
Whate'er thou doſt, deliver not thy Sword; © 5 
With that thou may'ſt get off, tho odds oppoſe s 
For me, O fear not; no, he daret not touch me; N 
His horrid Loye will ſpare me, Keep thy Sword; 
Leſt 1 be raviſh'd after thou art ſlain. 

Adr. Inſtruct me, Gods! what ſhall Adraſtus do? 

Cre, Do what thou wilt when ſhe is dead; my Soldiers 
With Numbers will o'erpower thee. 1s't thy Wikh - 
Eurydice ſhould fall before thee ? 


Adr. Traitor, no; oy - 11 [TIE con 7 
Better, that thou and I; and all Mankind EP Rt Fg i 
Should be no more, 4 * are 


Cre. Then cat thy Sve away, 1 
And dl des tomy Mercy, or L Re (. 


. Hold thy raid Arm; give n. me a . pauſe · ¶ To 


My Father, When he bleſt me, gave me this; Bu 
My Son, ſaid he, let this be thy laſt Refuge : of 
If thou foreao' ſt it, Miſery attends thee ; | 
Yet Love now chatms it from me; ne in all Ye 
The Hazards of m Life I never loſt. Ut 
"Tis thine, my abel Sword, my only Tut; = H 
Tho my Heart tells me that the Gift is fatal. Is 
| Cre. Fatal ! Yes, fooliſh Love-ſick — it wall; ＋ 
| Thy Arrogance, .thy Scorn, my Wounds Remembrance A 
| Turn all at once the fatal Point upon the. 1 


Pyracmon, to the Palace, diſpatch 
The King z hang Hamon up, for he is Loyal | 
And will oppoſe, me, Come, Sir, are you. ready? 
Adr. Yes, Villain, for whatever thou canſt dare. 
= Eur. Hold, Creon, or thro? me, thro* me you wound, 
Adr. Off, Madam, or we periſh both 3 behold. 
I'm not unarm d, my Ponyard's in OF Hands 2 * 
Therefore away. oK. 
Eur. Il guard your Life with mine. 


Cre. * boch then 3 chere is Wo tia n 


1 e cod. fro. 


54 Eurydice. 
Eur. Ah, Pripee, (fron! farewe, my dear Adraſlus. 
Dies. 
Adr. Unheard of Monſter! ' "liek bom. of Fen; x 
Down to thy primitive Flames. oi are 
Cre. Help, Soldiers, 5 n ed 5 
Revenge me. abo en 19% R765 29 3501 4 Y 


Adr.. More, yet. more: 4 n Woun Pm 167 
I'll amp, chee ſtill, thus, to th he ping Furies. π⁹ 2 5 
( Aarallus /a „Al by ale. Soldiers, 


Fane Hzmon, Gau * Alcander ng Pyracmon 
| e, the ante are be d N 


l yon) un nnen 


O Hemon, I am ſlain ; nor need 1 Ame 
Th' inhuman Author ot Vie * uot; lein 10 bl 
There he lies gaſping. n Or: 50 due! ie 
Gre. If I muſt plunge in Flames, r | 
* firſt . Arm; baſe . unfit biotin 1410 
* To 


He 


To act the Dicdares of my ating Mind; ; | 

zurn, burn for ever, O weak Subſtitute 

Of that, the God Ambition, [ Dies. 
Adr. She's gone; O deadly Marks-Man, inthe Heart! 

Yet in the Pangs of Death ſhe graſps my Hand: * 

Her Lips too tremble, as if ſhe would ern gd 247 

Her laſt farewel. O Oedipus, thy Fall | 

attended, 


Is great; and now thou 

They talk of Heroes, and Celeſtial Beauties, 

And wondrous Pleaſures in the other World a 
Let me but find her there, 1 ask no more, BY [Dies 


Enter 4 Captain to Hemon, with Tireſias and Mano, 4 


Cap. O, Sir, che Queen Bache, ſwift and wild, 
As a robb'd Tygreſs bounding o'er the Woods, 
Has ated Rn ers that — Mankind? 
Ia twiſted Gold I ſaw her Daughters hang 
On the Bed Royal; and her little Sons | 
Stabb'd thro the Breaſts upon the bloody Pillows, | 1 
Heh. Relentleſe Heav'ns ! is then the Fate — Daſs 
Never to be aton'd ? how ſacred ought 4 
Kings Lives be held, when but the Death cas one 
Demands an Empire- s Blood for Expiation } 
But ſee ! the furious mad Jocaſla's here. ICT, 1 0A 


14 years 1 fo pans 

SCENE "draws; and Allien, Jocafia held. by hen A 
men, and fal 4 in many Places of er Belm ther 
Hair diſbevel d, her Children ſlain upon the Bed. zich 


N . 44) 


Was ever ſuch a ſight of ſo much . vt 1194 2A 
And Pity, brought to vie: 
Joc. Ah, cruel Women! 1 VC. ** 
Will you not let me take my an 5 * A 0 
Of thoſe dear Babes? Orlet me run aud ſ ea!!! 
My — upon their bubbling — iow HA 


I'll print upon their carat-Mouthsiſach iſſe, 
As al recal their wandring Spirits home - ai Hs N 
Let me go, let me go, or 1 Twill tear you rene 
ng Hemon, help: d. 10 {$9} »0 0 | racy 


Help, Oadipus ʒ help, 4 Yocafta n. i bn 26 Mic. 
2500 H 3 "a ; 


90 eus 


Enter Oedipus above, 


Oed. I've found 2 Window, and I thank the Gods, 
'Tis quite unbarr'd : | ſure by the diſtant Noſe, 
The height will fit my fatal Purpoſe well. 

Joc, What hoa, my Oedipus; ſee where he fands! 
His groping Ghoſt is lodg'd upon a Tow'r, 

Nor can it find the Road: Mount, mount my Soul; 
VI wrap thy ſhivering Spirit in lambent Flames! 26d ſo 
But ſee ! we're landed on the happy Coaſt , {we'll ſail: 
And all the golden Strands are cover'd o'er 

With glorious Gods that come to try our Cauſe : 

Jove, Jove, whole Majeſty now ſinks me down; ; 
He who. himſelf burns in unlawful Fires, 
Shall judge, and ſhall acquit us. O, tis done! 

»Tis fixt by Fate, upon Record Divine! 

And Oedipus ſhall now be ever mine. [Dies, 

Oed. Speak, Hemon z what has Fate been doing there! 
What dreadful Deed has mad Jocaſla done? 

Ham. The: Queen her ſelf, and all your wretched Of, 
Are by her Fury ſlain. 565 5 (ang 

Oed. By all my Woes, 

She has out-done me in Revenge and aer z 
And I ſhould envy her the ſad Applauſe : 
But, oh! my Children! oh ! what have they Jone } | 
Fhis. was not like the Merey of the "Heavy" ns, N 
To ſet her Madneſs on ſuch Cruelty 
This ſtirs me more than all m = Saferings, 
And with my laſt Breath 1 muſt call you Tyrants. 
Hem. What mean you, Sir? 
Oed. Jocafia ! Lo! I comm. 
O, Lajus, Labdacus, and all you Spirits 
Of the Cadmean Rare, prepate to meet me, 
All weeping, rang'd along the gloomy Shore: 
Extend your Army f embrace mie; for I come. 
May all the Gods too from their N 
Behold; and wonder at a Mortal's dari 
And, when 1 knock the Goal of drea 
Shout and applaud me with a Clap of = 


Once 
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Once more, thus wlng d by horrid 3 I come 
Swift as a falling Meteor; lo! I fl 
And thus go downwards to the Pa — Sky. 
[Thunder ; he flings 2 from the Window, the 
Thebans gather about his Body. 
Ham. O Prophet, Jay is now no more! 
s! WO curs'd Effect of the moſt deep Deſpair ! 
Tir. Ceaſe your Complaints, and bear his Body hence: 
| The dreadful Sight will daunt the drooping ry done 
ſo whom Heay'n decrees to raiſe with Pats — Glory. 
|: ret by theſe terrible Examples warn d, 
The ſacred Fury that alarms the World, 
Let none, tho ne'er ſo virtuous, great and 


be judg'd entirely bleſt before they die. Kanes 
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den, &c. 2 vol” as b % 

Peachy on the Diſeaſes of Children. } 

Sir Tho. Popo-Blowns s Eſſays. | 
His Remarks on P | 

Rn s Practice of Phyſick abridg'd. 

Earl of Rochefter's Familiar Letters, ral by The, 
Brown: 

Rochefocault's Maxims, tranſlated by Dr.. Stanhope, . 

Shakeſpear's Plays, 9 Vol. 

Southern's Plays, 2 Vol. 

Scarron's Novels. h 

Dr. Sydenham's Practical Works, 8th Edit. 

Sele& Novels, 2 Vol. with Cuts; containing the Hap- 
Py Slave, Princeſs, of Cleve, Love in a n * 
0 Eſſex, and others. 

Vertos's Revolutions of Sueden. 
- . Vitruvixs and Yignola's Architecture abide, by Mon. 
Perault, and Mr. Jo. Moxom, with 60 Copper- Plates. 

Vanbrugh's Plays, 2 Vol. | 

 Wycherley's Plays, 2 Vol. | 

' Walker of the Education of young Gentlemen 

Whaley's Sermons : 1. On the Power of ib 
2. The Danger of a miſinform'd Conſcience. FI 

"Death- 


e eee of, Ou: 4+ The 


71 bead bed Repemance. 5. The certain Way to Hap- 
by pinels, 6. Growth in Grace. 7. Of Duelling and 
Self murder. 8. Of the Shortneſs of human Life. 


Single Plays in Twelves. 


Ambitious Stepmother. Orphan. 
Anatomiſt. or Sham Do c. OEAipus. 


þ tore Oroonoks. 
Earl of Eſſex. Proyok'd Wife. 
Hamlet. ' Relapſe, or Virtue in Dan? 
Hiſtory and Fall of Cain: Rn 

Marius. ' Rehearſal and Chances. 

The Iſland Princeſs. Rule a Wife, | 
King Lear. | Rival Queens, or Alexander 
Love for Money, or the the Great. 


Boarding - School. Sir Courtiy Nice. 
Mithridates, King of Pontus. Theodoſius. 
Othello, or the Moor of Virtue Betray'd, or 4 
Venice. Bullen. 


Single Plays in Quarto. 


Adventures of 5 Hours, Faithful General. 
Ambitious Stepmother. Fond Husband. 
Aion Queens, Fairy Queen. 

All miſtaken. Grateſul Servant. 
Alcibiades. Generous Conqueror. 


Iſland Princeſs. 

Innocent Uſurper, or Death 
of L. Jane Gray. 

Injur'd Love. | 

Limberham, or kindKeeper. 

Love Triumphant. 

Love in a Wood. 

Lucius Junius Brutus. 


Ans Alamode. 
Married Beau. 
Maſſacre of paris. 
Mithridates. © 
Maid's Tragedy. . 
Maid's laſt Prayer. 
Othello, the Moor of Panice. 
Qudjpwr, King of Theb 
Oroonoko, 
Orphan. 8. 
Proyok'd Wife. For 
Philaſter. Ned. 
"Pſyche." © x 
Princeſs pk © ch. - 
The Rover. = 
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The Relapſe:” | 
*Refornt'd Wife. 
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Rival Queens, r 
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Spaniſh W 

Soldier's coli 

Sir Anthony. Love |. 


ME. 


Theodoſius. 

Troilus and craſtda. | 
Tartuff. a7 Wt 
Virtue betray'd, or Ang 
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Unnatural Brother. 
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